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T he firſt Song in the Ball at Court. 


I 5 


Is 
I Paſs all my Hours in a ſhady old Grove, 
And Ilive not che day chat I fee not my Love: 
I ſurvey every Walk now my Phillss is gone, 
| And ſigh when Ithink:we were thereall alone. 
'Þ O then'tis, O then I think there's no ſuch Heb, 
Like loving, like loving towel, 
3 


But each ſhade and each. confcivus Bow?rthat I findJ 
Where I once have been happy, aud ſhe-.has been kind;* 
* AndI ſeeche princ lefr of her ſhape in the Green, 
| Andimagine the pleaſure may. yer come agen; 

| O then.'tis, O then I think,nsjoy s above 
The pleaſures, the pleaſures of love. 


= 


| 

3. 

F While alone to my (elf I repeat all her charms, 
' | SheLlove maybe lock'd in another mans arms: 

” She may laugh at my cares, and ſo falſe ſhe may be, 
] To fay all the kind things ſhe before ſajd ro me. 
O then 'tis, O then 1 think there's no ſuch Hell, 
F Like loving, like loving too well. 
A 3 4+ But 
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But when I conſider the truth of her heart, 
Such an innocent paſſhon, ſo kind, wichour art, 
T tear I have wrong'd her, and hope ſhe may be TR 
So full of cre love, to be jealous of me, ls 

-O then *tis, O then I think no joys above 


7 he pleaſures, the pleaſnres of Love. { 2 
"i By 
T he ſecond S ong in the Maſe qne at Court, | -. 
A Lover I am, and a Lover I le be, It 

And hope from my Love I thall never be 

free, | 

L-x wiſdom beblam'd inthe grave woman- hater, V 
Ker never to love, is a fin of ill nacure : Of 
uche who loves well, and whoſe paſſion is ſtrong , A 
S Il never be wretched, but ever be young. wn 


2. With hopes and wth fears, like a Ship in the Ocean, Te 


Dur hearts are kepc dancing, and ever in motion, a 
Fhen our paſſion 15 pallid, and our fancy wou'd fail, 

A lictle kind quarrel ſupplies a freſh ggle : 

Bac when che doubr's clear'd,and the jealouf's gone, 

How we kiſs, and embrace, and can never have done. ; - 
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A Song at the King's Houſe. 


1,] TOw bard is a heart to becur'd 
That is once overwhelm'd wich deſpair, 
. 'Tis a pain by force is endur'd, 
- Deſpiſes our pity, and ſcoffs at our fear ; 
-  * But if nothing but Dearch ſhall uvntie 
| Thoſe fetters wherewich you enſlaye me, 
For your ſake Iam ready cory 
If you are unwilling to leave me, 
ThenI am not unwilling to die. _ 


2, How much were it better complying 

With che tears, che ſighs, and the groans | 

Of a poor diſtreſt Lover dying, | - 

And liſt tothe cries of his pitiful moans : 4.4 

When your Slave ſhall in triumph be led 

To ſee the effefts of good nature, 

Ie ſhsll for your honour be ſed, 

Tis true you have kill'd a poor Creature, ... 
Yet have rais'd him again from the dead, 


+ 3. Though your heart be as cold as the ice is, 
At onetime or other you'] find, lg 
' Thatlove has a thouſand devices -,- mind, 
{ > To baniſh could choughts from your EL" 6 


D | A 4 Thy 
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Thy aid mighty Fove I implore, i 5, F 
That thou to the fair oneGdiſcover, '  N 
| The joys 1 have for her in ſtore; | Sinc 
Which ſhe to her paſſonate Lover | Fi 
| Will ſay, ſhee'll be cruel no more. 


IRE ' IG V 
_ | TY F 
| A Song at the Kings Houſe. _ | 
q 
I, Lori, let my paſſion ever, 
| Beto you as I delign : I 
| Flames ſo noble, that you never 
Saw the like till you knew mine. ' 
I, 
2. Not a breath of feigned paſſion ; 
From my lips ſhall reach your ears ; But 
Nor this love that's now in faſhion; 1 
Made of modeſt ſighs and rears. She 
l 
3- In my breaſt a room fo fitting He' 
For your heart I will prepare, A. 
Thar you'] never think of quitting, 
Were you once but harbonr'd there. 2,1 
4+ The Rent's not great that I require Fre 
From your hear, mine to repay : HR 
Fortirnde's all I delire \W 
\ To keep your lodging from decay. SS: 


5, Faireſt + 


| 
| 


? 
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5. Faireſt Saint, then be nor cruel, 
Nor to love me count it (mn; 

Since a ſmile from you is fewel, 
For co keep this fre in. 


6, When I am forc'd by death or age, 
From your flames for to retire, 
All erue- Lovers I'll engage 
Still my paſſion to admire. 


— m— 


The laft Song as the Kings Houſe. 


I, Wite I do hate, 
For either ſhe's falſe, or ſhe's jealous; 

But give me a Mate 

That nothing will ask or tell us: 
She ftands on no terms, 

Nor chaffers by way of Indenture ; 
Her love's for your Farms, 
 Burrakes the kind man at a venture, 


2, If all prove not right, 

Witnoue AR, Proceſs, or Warning, 
From a Wife for a niphet 

You may be divorc'd in clhie morning. 


| Where Parents are {laves 


i 
» 


F 


Their Brats cannot be any other ; 


Gr- 
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: 


Great Wits and preat Braves Nor 
Have alwayes a Punk co cheir Mother. Fi 
pin {For 

| A 

A Songs we 

P- 

T. Er*cthbu but half ſo wiſe as thou art fair, V 


Thou would'{t not need ſuch courting, #7 


*Twill prove a loſs youll neer repair, u 
Should you ſtill deter your ſporting. For 
This peeviſh ſpall 7, ſhalt 7, you'll repent, H 
When vour ſpring is over, Fort 
Beauties after —math—no kind friends hath C 
To pratifie a Lover. 5s. T 
F-M 
| 2. Perhaps you may think 'cis a (in to deal, In E 
{ Till Hymen doth auchorize you : Y, 
} Though the Gods themſelves ſweet pleaſure Real, Hel! 
Thar to coyneſs thus adviſe you. I, 
Pox upon che Link-boy and his Taper, For t 
| F11 kiſs, al:hough not have you, L 
' *Twas an Eunuch wrote all che Text chat you quote, 
| Andthe Ethicks that iaſlave you, nts 
3. I am ſure you have heard of that ſprightly Dame 
Thar wich 4Aſrs ſo often traded, 'Þ 
Had the God bur choughe ſhe had been to blame, 1 
She bad ſurely been degraded, Iam 
Nor * 


|  Weſtminſter-Drollery. 
Nor is blind Cupid leſs eſteemed 
For the fly tricks of his Mother, 
{For men do adorethar fon of a Whore, 
| Asmuchas any other. 


4 Tis plain antiquity dothlie 
Which made Lacretia ſ{queamitlh ; 

For that which:you call Chaſticy, 
4 Upon her lefc a blemith : 

For when her Paramour grew weak; 

' Her paſſion waxed ſtronger, 

For the Lecherous Drab her (clf did ſtab 

' *Cauſe Tarquin(taid no longer. 


r 


'5. Then away with this Bugbear Vice, 
| You areloſt if that you fly me, 
In Eliziam (if you here are nice) 
You never ſhall come nigh me : 
» Hell for Veſtals is a Cloyſter 
I don*t run doring thither, | 
For the pleaſant ſhades are for her that trades : 
Lets truck and go together. 


, 


- 


FD S— 
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"4 Alate Song by a Perſon of Quality. 


I. Las, what ſhall I do ? I have taken on me now 
T6 make a Song, I vow; O wois me: 
Jam commanded to'r, I dare nor ſtand it our, 


or | Thongh 


y” weftminſfter-Drollery. | 
Though I am put to rh” rout, it muſt be : (for 
Thou ſhalc do'r, then ſtand ro'r, I'll fer my Mufe  __ 


With a good chirping Cup, (of _ : 
There may ſome hidden Mine, ſpririg from che juiz S 
Then rake*cand drink it up. | B 


2. Poxon'r, ic will not do, I muſt have r'other too, CG 
k I claim ic as my due, and muſt love' ; (hi 
If - For wherethe Land is dry, the good Husband he doth 15th 
| To bring the water nigh to improve'c. {B 
He:e's the uſe of che Jaice,. open me then the ſluce, You 
And deny my witingrain ; | B 
That Skull's ne'er empty that takes it in plenty, | Ah, 
Ir's che only fpring of the brain. Wo 


3- Madam now yon may ſee what obedience is in me, 
T have done whar may be to obey, (ro book, 
Thave fer my Muſe on foot, wich che ſprightly grape 
Your Commands made me do'c, they muſt ſway : 
If my pate ſoon or late, ſhall bring forth ſome conceir, Vo 


To you my wit I owe. t 
If I do fallflary its becauſe,-mark you thar , For 
Iam a Cup to low. 
Tf I ſpake ſenſe enongh, or did ſpeak but ſtuff, -FNo 


All is alike come 3 
Tl never pauſc upon'r, you were the cauſlc on*c, 
And that's my Apologie. 
Silvia 


f 
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in Silvia. Made by a Perſon of Honour. 
But the Anſwer and Reply lately added. 


), [lvia, tell me how long it will be 
(hi g Before you will grant my defire ; 
doth. Is there no end of your crueltie, 
'*. But muſt Iconſume in this fire ? 
e You'llnotcell me you love me, nor yer that you hare, 
But take pleaſure in ſeeing me languiſh 
| Ah Silvia piry my deſperare ſtare, 
For you are the cauſe of my anguith : 


me, Her ANSWER. 
boot, 
_ Hap tell chee I never ſhall be 
ay: In a humour co grant thy deſire ; 
xceit, Nor can I betax'd with crucltie, 
Having one that I more do admire. 
For 'tis him thar I love, and thee that I hate, 
YerI find you fain would bedoing ; 
No, Damon, you never ſhall be my Mace, 
Then prethee, Friend, leave off thy wooing, 


ulvia, t 


' 


weſftminſfter- Drollery, 


—————— | $ot 


Hu REPLY. 
ILFT A know, I never ſhall more 
Be a Suitor to pride and diſdaining, z. 
Nor can my reſpe&ts be as heretotore, x 
Being now in the cime of cheir waining 2 0 
For I prize not thy love, nor I fear not thy hate, 
Then prethee cake ic for a warnipg, le 
Whenever you meer witch another mace, 
Faith Silvia leave off your {corning. 
A Song at the Kings Houſe. | 4, 
F. Here-ever I am, and whatever I do, Sh 
if My Phill is (till in my mind | 
[1 When angry, I mean not to Phills to gy, By 


My feer of themſelves the way find. 
Linknown to my ſelf, ] am juſt ar her door, 
And when'T would rail, I can bring out no more, 
Than, Phills too fair and unkind. 
Than, Phill too fair and unkind. __ 
2. When Phill I ſee, my heart burns jn my breſt, 
And thelove I would ſtifle is hown, 
Buc aſleep or wake, I am never at reſt, 
When from mince eyes Phils 1s gone, - 
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— } Sometimes a ſweet dream does delude my ſad mind, 
' Bar alas when I wake, and no Phills I find, 
Then I ſigh to my ſelf afl alone, 
Then 1 frgh to my ſelf all alone. 


3. Should a King be my Rival in her I adore, 
He ſhould offer his creaſure in vain, 
O let me aloneto be happy and poor, 
And give me my Phillzs again : 
Ler Phills be mire, and ever be kind, 
I could ro a Defart with her be confin'd, 
Ang envy no Monarch his Reign, 
———_ And envy no Menavech his Rergn, 


' 4. Alas! I diſcover roo much ofmy love, 
And ſhe too well knows her own power ; 
She makes me each day a new Martyrdom prove, 
And makes me grow jealous each hour. 
Bur ler her each minute rormene my poor mind, 
I had rather love Phills both falſe and unkind, 
T hen ever be freed from her power, 
Then «yer be freed from her power. 


— — —— 


The Coy Lady ſlighted at laſt. 


, 1. FyOor Celia once was very fair,' 
A quick bewitching eye ſhe had, 


Moſt p 
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Moſt neatly look'd her braided hair, 2, 
Her lovely cheeks would make you mad : Intl 
Upon her Lips did all the Graces play, Tha 
eAnd on her Breaſts ten thouſand Cupids lay. 
2. Then many a doting Lover came, Cor 
From ſeventeen unto ewenty One : V 
Each cold ber of his mighty flame, The 
Bur ſhe forſooth afteted none ; #,, 
Thu was not handſome, t'other was wot five ; ; 
Thus of Tobaeco ſmelt, and that of Wine, | w 
3» But t other day ir was my fate _ 


To paſs along that way alone : 
I ſaw no Coach before her Gate, 2 TO" 
But at her door I heard her moan, 
And dropt a tear, and fighing ſeew'd to ſay, 
Toung Ladi:s marry, marry while you may- 


H 
_—— 

— — 
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A Song at the Kings Houſe. | 4 is . 
I. WT ethon art ſo wicked grown, [The 
That thy deceies I mult difown, . 


Since Knaves from honeſt men cannot be known, 
So general is Diſtra&ion : 
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2. Men that are grave and ſhould be wiſe, 

In their opinions are ſo preciſe, : | 

That always they turn up the whites of cheir eyes, 
When plotting ſome other fation. 


Corventicles are grown ſo rife, 
Whoſe followers are ſo many, 

There's ſo much gathered for their relief, 
Poor Cavaliers c2nnot get any. 


Wit without money is ſuch a curſe, 
No Mortal would be in its Clutches: ' 
' And he chat hath one without r'other is worſe 
Than a Cripple wichour his Crucches. 


| — — 


eA Song by a Perſon of Quality. 


TJOld, hold, and no further advance, 
—_ For I'm caſt is a Trance, 
;If an inch more you pive, 
II'm not able eo live, 
Then draw back your Lance. 


/So now *cis pretty well my Love, 
Yet if you will, 
You may ſomewhat further ſhove, 
den! Bur do not kill. 


B I 
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T die, I die, my breath's almoſt gone ; 
Pray ler me ſleep, and I'll wake anon. 


I——_ 


A Rhodomantade on bus cruel Miſtreſs. | iy 
Eek notto know a woman; for ſhe's worſe " 
Than all Ingredients cram'd into a Curſe. 
Were the but ugly, p:eviſh, proud, a Whore, | 
Perjur'd or painted, fo ſhe were no more, { +, 
r 


Alledging {till ſhe buta VVoman is : 
But ſhe is worſe, and may in time foreſta!, 
The Devil, and be the damning of us all. 5. 


( 
— ———— / 


'I could forgive ber, and connive ar this, | Fo 
| 


 —_ 


A SONG. A Dialogue between two Friends. T 


Tune, How ſevere is forgetful old age. 6, \ 
'In 

R, Such 

Ow unhappy a Lover am I, F 


VVhilitI ligh for my Phylls in vain , 
All my hopes of delight are another mans right, | — 
VVho is happy whilt I am in pain, 
WL. 


2, Since her honour affords no relief, 1, 
As to pity the pains wich you bear, | ( 
It 
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It's the beſt of your Fate in a helpleſs eſtate, 


To give over berimes to deſpair. 
R 


| 
{ 
I 
| 
e 


— 23. Ihavetried the falſe Medicine in vain, 


Its 


Yet I wiſht what I hope not to win, 
From without my deſires has no food to ics fires, 
Bat ir burns and conſumes me within. 
- W, 
| 4. Yet at beſt it's a comfort to know 
' That you are not unhappy alone ; 
{ For the Nymph you adore-1s as wretched or more, 


' | And accounts all your ſufferings her own. 
R 


' 
| 


| 5. O you Powers let me ſuffer for both, 
Atthe feer of my Phyl I'll lie, 
I'll reſign up my breath, and rake pleaſure in death, 
To be pitied by her when I die. 
FW 


6, What her honour deny*d you in life, 
In her death ſhe will give co her love : 
Such a lame as is true afcer fate will renew, 
For the ſouls do meet freely above. 


A SONG coal'd The Injur'd Lady. 


1, You powerful Gods, if I muſt be 
An injur'd Offering to Loves Deity, 
2; Grant 


I5  Weſtminſter-Drollery, 
Grant my Revenge, this Plague on men, 
That Women ne'r may Tove agen. 
Then I'll with joy ſubmit unto my Fate, 
Which by your Juſtice gives your Empire date. 


2. Depoſe that great inſultiug Tyrane Boy, 
Who moſt is pleas'd when he does moſt deſtroy : 
O ler the world no longer govern'd be 
By ſuch a blind and childiſh Deity. 
. For if you Gods are in your Power ſevere 
We ſhall adore you net for Love but Fear. 


3. But if you'l his Diviniry maintain, 
('Tis men, falſe men, confirm his rotting re'gn) 
And whea their hearts Loves greateſt rorment prove 
Let that no pity, but our laughter move. 
Thus ſcirn'd and loſt to all their wifht for aim, 
Let rage, deſpair, and death conſume their flame, 


The Woving Rogac. 
The Ture 's, My Freedoms is all my Joy. 


ET, Foun live with me, and be my Whore, 
And we will beg from door to door, 

Then under a hedge we'l (it and loufe us, 
Latil the Begdle comes to rouſe us, 


rn ye Cs, IRA, = 


rove 


———_— —_—-——— — >. ” <— 


well L er-Dy olle . | 


And if they'l give us no relief, | 
Thou ſhalt turn Whore and 1'l turn Thief. 
T hou (halt turn Whore and 1'l turn Thief. 


2. If thou canſt rob, then I can ſteal, 
And we'l eat Roaſt-meat every meal : 
Nay, we'l eat White-bread every day, 
And throw our mouldy Cruſts away, 
And twice a day we will be drank, 
And then at night I'l kiſs my Punk. 
And then at night I'l kiſs my Punk. 


| 3-And when we both ſhall havethe Pox, 


We then ſhall want both Shircs and Smocks, 
To ſhift each others mangy hide, 
That is with Irch ſo pockift'd ; 
VVe'l cake ſome clean ones from a hedge; 
And leave our old ones for a pledge. 
And leave our old ones for a pledge. 


—_— 


A Song at the K ings Houſe. 


—— ——— 


1. Ow ſevere is forgetful old age, 
To confine a poor Lover ſo, 

That I almoſt deſpair co ſee even the air, 

Much more my dear Damon, bey hy. 


B 3 2, Though 


Vents Hey- DYO0NEYN\. 


| | 2. Though I whiſper my (ighs out alone, 


Yer I amtrac'd where-everl go, me M” 
That ſome treacherous Tree keeps this old man from| 
And there he counts every hey ho, G 
3. How ſhall I this Arg blind, Ft 


And ſo put an end to my. wo? In 
But whilſt I beguile all his frowns with a ſaule, 
= _TIbetray my ſelf with a bey ho, - 


4. My reſtraintthen, alas, muſt endure ; | 
" So that (ince my ſad doom I know, | 
W 1 will pine for my Love like the Turtle-Dove, ] 


And breath out my life in hey bo, F 

OM T: 

: 23 A 

A Song at the King's Houſe. G 

i 2, Ever perſwade me to'r, I vow 2. 

l T tive not ; How canit rhou T 

if ExpeR alife in me, A 

W Since my Soul is fled to thee ? E 

i | You ſuppoſe becauſe I walk, V 

i And you think talk, | 

W TI therefore breath, alas, you know © | ; 


WW Shades aswell as men do fo, ,» 3} & 


| 


| 2, You may argue I have hear, 
(me My pulſes bear, 
rom | My ſighs bave in them living fire. 
' Grant your Argument be truth, 
| Such heats my youth 
i Inflame, as poyſons do only prepare 
To make death their follower. 


— 
OO ——_—_— 


A Song. 


Arewel, farewel fond love, under whoſe childiſh 
[ have ſerv'd out a weary Prenticeſhip. (whip 
Farewel, thou that haſt made me thy ſcorn'd proper- 
To dore on thoſe that lov'd not, (ty, 
And to fly thoſe that woo'd me : 
Go bane of my content, and prattiſe on ſome other 
. (Patient. 
2, My woful Monument ſhall be a Cell, 
The murmur of che purling Brook my knell ; 
And for my Epitaph the Rocks ſhall groan 
Erernally : if any ask this Stone, 
What wretched thing doth in this compaſs lie, 
| The hollow Echo (hall reply, 'T# I, *I's 1. 
. The hollow Echoſhall reply, Tu 1. 
.. 2 | Farewe), farewel. 


> #8 


B 4 A 


weſtminſter-Drollery, 
A Song at the King's Houſe. 


I, Ave I not told thee, deareſt mine, 
That I deſtroy's ſhould be ? 
Llahappy, though the crime was thine, 
And mine the miſery : | 
Thou art not kind, ther's none ſo blind 
As thoſe that willor ſee. 


2. Havel not ſigh'd away my breath 
Ja bomape to thy beauty : 
What reve T got but certain death, 
A poor reward for duty. 
Well, when I'm gone you'l ne'r have one 
' That will prove half ſorruer' ye, | 


| 3. HaveInot ſteep*d my ſoul in tears, 
' When thou didſt hardly mind it? 
But rather added to my fears, 
When love ſhould have declin'd it; 
VVhich in this breaſt, I hope for ret, 
But now deſpair to find it, 


iſ 4. O that I could but ſound thy heart, 
| And fathom bur thy mind : 

Then wouldT ſearch thy better part, 
And force thee to be kind : 


'  Weſtminſter-Drollerye 
Bur now I'm loſt, and here am croſt, 
'Tis they that hide muſt find. 


4, If pity then within thy heart 
Doth own a reſidence, 

Vouchſafe ro read my tragick part, 
And plead my innocence : 

Then when I'm dead, ir may be ſaid, 
'Twas love was my offence, 


5, Bur fince thy will is to deſtroy, 
I dare not irerCy crave, | 

Bur kindly thank my fate, and joy 
Iliv'd to die thy Slave : 

Then exerciſe thoſe killing eyes, 
And trown me co my grave; 


A Song. 
Ove, fare thee well, 


Since no love can dwell 
In thee, that in hatred doſt all excel. 


2. All Love is blind, 


Yer none more unkind, 
Than thoſe that repay Love with a proud mind, 


3. Love 


22 


I's pers DTOMCT), 


24. Love that's Divine, 
1s not Love like to mine, 
Since ſhe doth laugh, when I do repine. 


T hen gentle Love for Lowes own ſake, 
Sigh loving Soul, and break beart, break. 


A Song. 


I, Any declare what rorments there are, 
M Yer none ever felt ſo much of deſpair; 

No love can cell how high my priets ſwell. 

Q curs'd be thepride that reduc'd meto Hell, 


2, My heart is on fire, whilſt Ido admire 

- Thar you with diſdain requite my deſire : 
All muft ceaſe, that my flames may increaſe, 
And curs'd be the pride that murther'd my peace. | 


A Song at the Kings Houſe. *© 


Right Celia, know 'cwas not thine eyes 
LJ Alonechat firſt did me ſurprize; 
The Gods uſe ſeldom to diſpenſe 

To your Sex Beauty 2nd Conſcience : 


| 


44 4 PI "SE; * 


' If then they have made me untrue, 
| The fault lies not in me, but. you z 

| Sure *cis no crime to break a Vow, 

| When we are firſt I knotv not how. 


- 2, You preſs me an unuſual way, 
\ To make my Song my Love betray : 
Yer fear you'l curn it ro a jeſt, 

— Anduſe me as y*ave done the reſt 
Of choſe ſad Captives which complain, 
Yet are enamour'd of their flame : 
And though they die for love of you, 
Dare neither love nor you purſue, 


—— 


3. If love be (in, why live you then 
To make ſo many guilty men? 
' Since *cis not inthe power of Art 
To make a Breſt-plate for the heart : 
Since *tis your eyes Loves Shafts convey 
e. | Into our ſouls a ſecret way ; 
| Where if once fixt, no Herb nor Charm 
—/| Can cure usof onr inward harm. 


Weltminſier-Dro 


_ - 


AS ong. 


I. LI the flatteries of Fate,' 
A And the glories of State, 


Are nothing ſo ſweet as what Love doth create : fo 
If Love you deny, 
'Tis time I ould die; Tt 
Kind Death's a reprieve when you threaten to hate, - .. 
2. In ſome ſhady Grove & 
Will I wander and rove, | Su 
With Philemel and the Diſconſolate Dove : | N 
With a down-hanging wing | 
Will I mournfully ſing | 2. 
The Tragick events of Unfortunate Love. | , 
3- With our plaints we*l conſpire - 
For to heighten Loves fire, P 


Still vanquiſhing life, cill ar laſt weexpire ; Th 
But whenwe are dead, 
Ina cold leafy bed | 
Be interr'd with the Dirge of chis deſolate Quire. 


ate, 


A 


From int'reſt in a brave attewpr. 


Weſt minſter-Drollery. 


eA Song at the Kings Houſe, 


7, } Ove that is skrew?*d a pitch too high, 
May ſpeak, but with a ſqueeze will die : 

The ſolid Lover knows not how 

To play the Changeling with his Vow : 

Small ſorrows may find vent, and break, 

Grear ones will rather burſt chan ſpeak. 

Such is my fortune when my Flora frowns, 

| Notonly me, but ſhe che world will drown. 


-- 


; 2, Thus am I drench'd in miſery, 

; Yer hope ſhe may be kind tome : 
], but 'cis long firſt, could ſhe bur reſtrain 
Thoſe kindaefles which I'd be plad to gain, 
Shel ſurely do'c: if ſo, it ſhall be kgown 
I lov'd her for her own ſake, not my own. 
Thus will I live and die, and ſo will be 
Exemplary to afl Poſterity. 


ud 
— AO OOO — —_—_——————_—— 


A Song. 


T, Hat care I though the world reprove 
My bold, my over-daring love : 
Ignoble minds themſelves exempt 


2, The 
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2.1 
2. The Eapleſoaring to behold | Inte 
The Sunaray'd in flames of gold, = 
Regards not though ſhe burns her wings, 


 Sincethar rich ſight ſuch pleaſure brings. 


3. Sofeel I now my ſmiling thought 
To ſuch a reſotution broughr, | 
That ic contemns all prief and ſmart, W 
Since fo high have plac'd my hearr. 


| 4: 
4. And if Tdie, ſome worthy Spirics | To 
To future times ſhall ſing my merits, ; Of 
Thar eafily did my life deſpiſe, My 


Let ne'r forſook my enterpriſe. _ 


$. Then ſhine brighe Sun, and ler me ſee 
W The glory of thy Majefty : b- 6 
WW 1wfhco die, ſo I may have 'C 
my Thy look, my death; chine eye, my grave. 


t x | 


————_ — No 
[ ſ | A Song. As 


7, Urn and conſume, burn wretched heart, 
Wd B Unhappy in. extremes chou art : D 
| If dying looks ſerve notthy turn, Brow 
Wh To ſay thy Beanty wakes me burn, | 
| | | 2, From 
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2. From thoughts inflam'g pale colours fume 

Intomy face, and it conſume : 

O my poor heart, what charms thee ſo, 

Thatthy aflited face lers know, 


3 Yet will not tell who murthers thee, 
Bur yet will till a Lover be : 
Who hides my Phenix eyes, that ſhe, 
Whom I adore thus cannor ſee, ot 
| 4, How 1 for her am made a prey 
| To ſorrow: and do pine away : 
| Ofooliſh cuſtom and vile uſe, 
My filence now deſeryes no truce. 


=o oeemm_m——_— —— 
ef Song at the Dukes Howſe. 


| Fain would I before I die 
Bequeath to thee a Legacy ; 
' That thou maiſt ſay, when I am gone, 
— , Nonehad my heart but thee alone : 
Had I as many hearts as hairs, 
As many lives as Lovers fears, 
As many lives as years have hours, 
They all and only ſhould be yours. 
; Deareſt, before you condeſcend 
To entertain a boſom Friend, 
ow | | Be 
; y | 


— — CCS 


7% _——_ 1.4 
"= 
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Be ſure you know your ſervant well, 2.) 
Before your liberty you ſell : Th 
For love's a fire in young and old, Thi 
"Tis ſomerimes hor, and ſometimes cold ; An 
And men you know that when they pleaſe, 4 
They can be lick of Loves diſeaſe, 

Then wiſely chuſe a Friend that may 3.4 
Laſt for an ape, and nota day; And 
Who loves thee rot for lip or eye, Ou! 
But for thy mutual ſympathy. { To: 
Ler ſuch a Friend thy beare engage, 4 

- For he will comfort thee in age, | 

And kifs thy furrow'd wrinkled brow m 
VVith as much joy as I do now, 

-- | 9 


] 
A Song called, And to each pretty Laſs we will giv x 
a green Gown. | 


& ro all our life long wearefrolick and pay, 
And inſtead of Court-revels,we merrily play | 2, ( 


Art Trap, at Rules, and at Barly-break run : Is 
At Goff, and at Foot-bal!, and when we have done | Loye 
Theie innocent ſports, we'l lavgh and lie down, b; 


And to each pretty Leſs 
We will give a gretn Gown, 14 
2, VVe; 
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2, We teach our liccle Dogs to ferch and co carry : 
The Partridge, the Harcy the Pheaſant's our Quarry z 
' The nimble Sqirrils with cudgels we*l chaſe, 


And the little pretty Lark webetray witha Glaſs, 
And when we have done, 8c; 


3. About the May-pole we dance all in a round, 
And with Garlands of Pinks and Roſesare crown'd : 
Our lirtle kind cribuce we chearfully pay 
{ Tothe gay Lord and the bright Lady o*ch' May. 
And mhen we have doney8:c. 


A Song. 


3 6 N che bank of a Brook as I fate fiſhing, 
"6 (3 Hid in the Oziersthat grew on the ſide : 
| | Jover-heard a Nymphand Shepherd wiſhing, 
77 Nortimie or fortunetheir Love might divide, 
| To Cupid and Venus each offer d a Vow, 
| To love ever as they lov'd now. 


4 
ly | 2, O,faid the Shepherd, and figh'd, Whaca pleaſure 
Is Love conceal'd berwixt Lovers alone ? 
e | Love muſt be ſecret, for like fairy creaſure, 
When 'cis difcover'd *rwill quickly be gone, 
For Envy and Jealouþe, if it will tay, 
Wald, alas (von make it decay, 
C 


Ve; 3, Then 
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4. 


3. Then letus leave this world and care behind us, | 
Said the Nymph, ſmiling, and gave him her hant W: 
All alone, all alone, where none ſhall find us, W 
In ſome fair Deſart we'l ſeek a new Land, 
And there live from Envy and Jealuuſie free) 


And a World toeach other well be. V5 
E221 
£ Fees ' The 
A Song. 2 An 

I, Ellamina, of my heart -— 
None thall e're bereaye you : 6.I 
Tf by your gocd leave I may I 
Quartel with you once a day Itfy 
I will never leave you. We 


2, Paſſion's but an empty name, 
Where reſpe& is wanting 


Damon, you miſtake your aim, gd | 
Hang your hearc, and dam your flame, 
It you muſt be rancing. DI 
3. Love as pale and muddy is, {1 lep 
As decaying Liquor : Phil? 
Anger ſecs ir on the Lees, Undr 


And rctines it by degrees, 
Till ir works it quicker, 
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4. Love by anger to beget, 
s, | Wiſely you endeavour, 
nant Wich a grave Phyfician wit, 
Who to cure an ague fir, 
Puts me in a Feavour. 


| 5. Anger rowſeth Love to fight, 
' Anditrsonly bair 15, 
—! Tis the guide co dull delight, 
And is but aneager bice 
When defire ac height is. 


6. If ſuch drops of heart do fall, 
In our wooing weather, 

It ſuch drops of heat do fall , 

We ſhall have the Devil and all, 


When we come together, 


[ 


, | A Song at the K ings howſe. 


Encath a Mirtle ſhade, 

' LI Which noge buc Love for happy Lovers made, 

i 1 ſlept, and ſtreighr my Love before me broughc 
Phillis, the obje of my wakingchoughr. } 
Undreſt-ſhe came, my-flames ro meer, | 

| Whilſt Love ſtrew'd flowers beneach her feer ; 

Flowers, that ſo preſt by her, became more ſweet. 
| C 3 2, From 


Jo 
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2, From the bright Virgins head, 

A careleſs Veil of Lawn was looſely ſpread : | 
From her white Temple fell her ſhady hair, fee 
Like cloudy Sun-ſhine, not roo brown nor fair, 

Her hands, her lips did love inſpire, 

Her every Grace my heart did fire, 


But moſt her eyes, that languiſh nith deſire. þ 5s F 
3. Ahcharming Fair, ſaid I, All: 
How long can you my bliſs deny ? n, 
By nacure and by Love this lovely ſhade 7 _ 
Was for revenge of ſuffering Lovers made ge 
Silence and (ſhades with Love agree. | p 


Borh ſhelter you and favour me - 
You cannot bluſh, becauſe 1 cannot ſee, 


4. No, ler me die, ſhe ſaid, 

Rather chan loſe the ſpotleſs name of Maid. 
Faincly mechought the ſpoke ; for all the while | Th 
She bid me not believe her, with a ſmile. or 


Then dic, ſaid I : She ſtill denied, 


And yet, Thu, thus the cry'd, - 
Jos uſe « harmleſs Maid, and ſo ſhe died, 
bod free 1 knew 47 


Ilov'd ſo well, it made my dream prove true. 
Fancy the kinder Miſtris of the rwo. 
T fancy I had done what Phils would not do, 
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Ah cruel Nymph, ceaſe your diſdain, 
Whilſt I can dream you ſcorn in vain, 
| Aſteepor waking, 1 mnſt eeſe my pain. 
Ego 


T he diſconſolate Lovex. 


£2 Af I lay all alone on my bed flambring, 
| Thinking my reſtlels ſoul to repoſe, 
All my thoughts they began chen co be numbring 
Up her diſdainings, the cauſe of my woes ; 
; That ſo encreaſt my dolour and pain, 
| Tfear I never (ſhall ſee her again : 
' Which makes me ſigh, and ſobbing cry, 
0 my Love, O my Love, for thee I die. 


2, When this fair cruel She I firſt ſaw praying 
Within the Temple unto her Saint, | 
Then mine eyesevery look my heart berraying, 
Which is the cauſe of my doleful complaint, 
That all my joys are quite fled and gone: 
And I in ſorrow am now lefc alone : 
Which makes me ſigh, and ſobbing cry, 
O my Love, O my Love, for thee 1 die. 


3, Then farewel ev'ry ching that ſounds like pleaſe, 
And welcome Death che cure of my (matt. 


| C. 3 1 
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I deem'd firſt ſizhr of her, I graſp'd a creafure Kac 


But wo is me, it has broken my hearr : 1 

For now my Paſſing-bell calls away, 

And I with herno —_ muſt ſtay : | 3. 
which makes me ſigh, and ſobbing cry, = 
O my Love, O my Live, for thee I die. a 

w — | Na 

The ſabtil and coy Girl. Mt. 
The Tune, Silvia tell me how long it will be, L 


T. \ \ / Hy ſhould my (*lia now be coy, o—_ 


In denying to yield methoſe Graces 
Which we did formerly both enjoy 


In our amorous mutnal embraces ? 


She'l nor give me a reaſon, of 
Bur ſhews me a frown : 
Is enough to deſtroy a poor Lover. AC 
> Ah Celia, once I did think thee mine own, | 
' ' An 
Bur now I my folly diſcover. A 
n 
2, Is it becauſe I have been ſo kind | Thi 


Art all rimes to feed thy defire Bo 
Is Preſents and Treats, thou haſt chang*d thy mind, ' 


And left me like Dan in the Mire ? Go! 
Or elfe is tbecauſe thou doſt Ss 
Think my Eſtace | 


Is too mean to uphold thee in Bray'ry ? | 
Knov 
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» us 
Know Celia, *cis not ſo much ont of date 
* Toforceme endare ſo much flay'ry. 


| 3, Or is'c becauſe thou wilc follow the mode, 
| Since moſt are addiQed to changing, 
' Thou'dſt only ger thee a name abroad, 
[ being more famous for ranging. 
— | Nay Celia, more this truth thou woo'c find, 
I therefore adviſe thee be wary, 
Whenever thou getſt thee a Mate co thy mind, 
He'l play thee the ſame fagary. 


a 


The Draning of Valentines 
The tune, Madam: Jig. 


E-1 Fw was, and there was, 
And I marry was there, 
; ACrew on S. Valentines Eve did meet together, 
| Andevery Lad had his particular Laſs there, 
And drawing of Y alentines cauſed cheir 
| Coming thither. 
Then Mr. John drew Mrs. Jone firſt, Sir. 
1 | And Mrs. fone would fain a drawn fohn an' ſhe 
"| Darſt, Sir. 
So Mr, William drew Mrs. Gillian the next, Sir ; 
And Mrs, Gillian not drawing of Filliam, 
Was vex'r, Sir, 


C 4 2, They 
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2, They then did jumble all in che hat cogether, 
And each did promiſe them to draw 'em fair Sir : 
But Mrs, Heſter vow'd that the had rather 

Draw Mr, Kefer then any that was there Sir : 

So Mr. Keſfter drew with Mrs. Heſter then Sir : 
And Mrs, Hefter drew Mr. Kefter agen Sir : 
And Mr. Harry drew Mrs. Mary featly, 

And Mrs. Mary did draw Mr. Harry as neatly. 


3. They all together then reſolved to draw Sir, 

And every one defir*d to draw their Friend Sir ; 

But Mr. Richard did keep 'em ſo in aw Sir, 

And told *em then they ne*re ſhould make an 
end Sir, 

So Mr. Richard drew Mrs. Bridget {quarely, 

And Mrs. Bridget drew Mr. Richard as fairly : 

Bur Mr. Hugh drew Mrs. Ss bur (lily, 

And Mrs. S# did draw Mr. Hagh as wily. 


And now there's left ro draw bar four o*ch crew Sir, 
And each did promiſe his Laſs an ell of Lawn Sir, 

So Mr. Watty drew Mrs., Katy but ſlightly, 

And Mrs. Katy did draw Mr. Watty as lightly : 

Buc Mr. Thomas in drawing of Anne too faſt Sir. 
Made Mrs, Annz to draw Mr. Thomas at loſt Sir. 

4. And 


5.A 


| Of 3 
{ To 4 
' Botl 


But 
Are 


4. Thus have you heard o'ch' twelve that lately drey} 1. \ 
Sir (Sir: 
How every a would fain their Friend have draws! For 


E 
Or 
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5, And thereis an end, and an and, and an end of my 
Song, Sir, 
| Of Jonne and Fony, and William and Gilliantoo Sir, 
| To Keffer and Heſter, and Harry and Mary belong Sir, 
' Both Richard and Bridget, and Hagh, and honeſt Sze, 
Sir, 
But Watty and Katy, and Thomas and Annss here, Sir. 
Are the only four that now do bring up the Reac 
Sir : 
Then ev*ry one 1*ch? Tavern cry amain Sir, 
And ſaid till drawing there had fill'd their brain, 
Sir. 


OI EISSN nn ny 


A late and true ſtory of a furious: Scold, ſerved 
in her kind. 


The tune, Step ſtately. 


Irew| 0, As ever man fo vex*d with a Trull, 
Sir:| As I poor Anthony ſince I was wed, 
awo| For I never can ger my belly full, 
» | But before have ſupp'd, I muſt haſten to bed : 
Or elſe (he'l begin ro ſcold and to brawl, \ 
And cocall me Puppy and Cuckold and all DIG 
Yer ſhe with her Cromies muſt crole it aboar, 
Whieſt In my Kennel muſt ſnoreit out. 


nd| 2,1 


38 


2. I once did g» todrink with a Friend, 
Bur ſhe1na trice did ferch me away : F * 


We both but cwo pence a piece did ſpeud, 


Wefrommmpeer - Droue, 'Y 


Yer it prov*d co me Execution day. z | "__ 
For ſhe flew in my face, and call'd me fool, *% 


And comb'd my head with a chree-legg'd ſtool : + | 
Nay, the farniſht my face with ſo many ſcratches. k 
Thar for a whole month 'cwas cover'd wich patche | * 


1 

3. Wharever money I get in the day, 6.1 
To keep her in quiet I give her at night, 'T 
Or elſe ſhall licenſe her tongue to play Thi 
For two or three hours juſt like a ſpright. n 


Then tothe Cupbord Pilgarlick muſt hie, 
To ſeek for ſome Cruſts that have long lain dry : 7 
So I ſteep 'um in +kim-milk unril they are wer, For 


And commonly this ische Supper I get. 7 

4- And once a month, for faſhion ſake, 6 
She gives me lcave to come to her bed ; | P þ 
But moſt chat time I muſt lie awake, | Bur 
Leſt ſhe in her fics ſhould knock me o'ch'heal. | MN 
But for che Bed I do lie on my lelt, S dr 
You'd chink *cwere as ſofc as an Oaken thelf; v 
For che Tick ic is made of Hempenehurds : | For 


And yer for all this I muſt givc her good words. F 


6 We 
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5. We commonly both do piſs in a Pan, 
But the Cullender once was ſer in the place; 
| She then did rake ir up in her hand, | 
' Andflounc'c it out on my ſtomach and face. 
] told her then ſhe urin'd beſide, 
But ſhe cay'd me Rogue, and rold me I lied, 
nd ſwore zt was nor up to her thumb, 


A 
che Then threw ſhe che pan in the middleof the room. 


| 


6. Then a Maid chat was my Sweet heart before 
Did come to the houſe to borrow a Pall : 

] kiſt her bur once, and I chought on'c no more, 
Bar (he flew jn her face with tooth and nail : 

Burthe Wench the ſtood to her, and claw*d her abour, 
That for a whole fortnight ſhe never ſtirr'd our ; 

For her eyes were ſo ſwell'd, and her face was fo tore 
Thar I never ſaw Jade ſo mangled before. 


| 7.Shethen did bid me drop 1n her eyes 
| A dSovercjen Water ſent her chat day, 
| But I had a Liquor I more did prize, 
Made of Henbane and Mercury ſtcep*d in Whey : 
' Tdropticin and nointed her face, 
Which brought her into a moſt Devillith caſe: 
For ſhe core and ſhe ranted, and well (he might ; y 
For a'ter that time ſhe nc*;e ha Gght, 4 
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8, I then did gerher a Dog and a Bell, 


| Tolead her about from place co place : 


And now 'tis, Huband, I hope you are well ; 3: 
But before ic was Cucks'd and Rogue co my face ; 
Then bleſt be that Henbane and Mercary ſtrong) 
That made ſuch a change in my wives tongue. 
You ſee *cis a Medicine certain and ſure, 
For the cure of a Scold, but I'le ſay no more. $} 
A Song on the Declen/ions, 4: 
The cune 15, Shackle de bay. F 
Y Miſtris (he is fully known 
To all the five declenftons, Y 


She'l ſeize *em ſingly one by one, 
To take their truc Dimenſions. 

She ne'er declin'd yer any man, 

" Yerthey'ldecline her now and then, J 

Jn ſpight of her Inventions. 


Fi 
2: Firſt EM#ſa is her Morhers name, y 
And hec docs ſtil] attend her : T 


She is a hajus burley Dame, 
Though hzic be but ſlender : 
Yer ſhe'l have a hanc on every man, =” 
And hac him todo what he can, : 
Unleſs they do befriend her, | 
3. Magh.| 
[ 


| 


g& | 
Y 
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| 3:agiſter was her Father roo, 


And hic is (till his man Sir, 


| Nay fizz is her Son alſo, 


And Deminu her Grandfire t 


Nay Lnucws, Agma, and that Lamb-likxecrew, 


She'l call *em hwnc's, I and hec 5*em too, 
Do all that c&'er they can Sir, 


4. Next ſhe's to /aps very kind, 
As honeſt bic has (ed Sir ; 
Fer ſhe's to precious ſtones inclin'd 
Full long before ſhe was wed Sir. 
Which made her Parents often ſay, 
Thar hic and hec both night and day, 
Was forc'd to watch her bed Sir. 


5. She beat poor manu with a Cane, 
Though he did often hand her 
From Whetſtones- Park to Parkers- Lane, 
And was her conſtant Pandor, 
Yet give him want buſſes when 
That ſhe could ger no other men, 
That he could not withſtand her. 


6. Bout noon ſhe'd with Meridies dine, 
And ſup, and bed him too Sir : 
She'd make poor facies to her incline, 


In ſpighr of all he could do Sir, 
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She day by day would dies pledge, Wh 
Which ſer poor acies teeth an edge, | Swi 

And often made him ſpew Sir, 


J. 

7. Thus have I ſhew'd her Kindred here, For 

And all her dear Relacions, For 

As Muſa, Lips, CMogiſter, Of 

And all che:r antick tathions. | che 

eMeridies, Manu, and Felix too Thi 
Are happy that chey never knew 

Any of all her ſtations. 4.” 

'C 

; *- > ol 

A Song of the three drgrees of compariſon. - 

w 


The tune, Aad tis the Knave of Clubs Lears all the ſyy, Nc 


Y Miſtris ſhe loves Dignicics, Lo 

For ſhe has taken rhree deerecs : An 

There's no compariſon can be made | Ho 
With her in all her ſubcile Trade. | Cor 
She's poſitively known a Whore, = 
And ſuperlatively runs on core, Ye 


2, And firſt I Poſetive her call, 
"Cauſe ſhe'*bbe abſolute in all : 
For ſhe's co dar very hard, 


And with ſad tri/ts often jart'd : 


| 5. Thushave I ſhew'd my Miſtreſs Oye, T 


| Which happily made Felix lay, 


| Sweet dulczs carried all away, 


Yer underneath her felf will fall, 


#etmin/ter«Drollery. 


?, Next ſhe'scall'd Comparative, 

For ſhe'l compare to any alive, 

For {colding, whoring, and the reſt : 
Of the Illiberal Sciences in her breaſt : 
chet drink more hard than darior. 
Though he would harder drink before. 


4. Then ſhe's calld Superlative ; 
'Cauſe ſhe'l her Pedigree derive, 
Not from Potens or Potentior, 
The Mighty, or the Mightier : 
Bur from Pogenti ſim, 

Not bonws, melior, but Optimum. 


And gradually in each degree: 

How ſhew is Poſitive to ſome, 

Comparative when others come, 
Superlative even over all, 
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A 


El 5, 
f 

| Tha 

The firſt part of the T une his, and the latter part her;, | 1 


« 


o 


T he kind Hmuaband, but imperious Wifes 


HM 16.1 
I, T Ife, prethee come give me thy hand now, | / 
y y And fit thee down by me : Il al 
There's never a man in the Land now A 
Shall be more loving co thee. 
as [7.7 
2, I hate to fic by ſuch a Drone, EA 
- Thoulicſt like a Hog in my Bcd : ' And 
I had berter a lain alone, wr” 
For I {till have my Maiden-head. 
ON. 37 
3. Wife, what wouldſt chou have me to do now, | A; 
I think I have plaid theman : [Of x 
But if I were ruled by you now, | 
You'd have me do more than I can. 
W. 9.Tt 
4. I make you do more than you can ? ! If 
Youlie like a Fool God wot : 'Or ar 


When I thought co have found thee a man, So 
I found thee a fumbling Sor. | 
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— M. 
| 5, Wife, prethee now leave off thy ranting , 
And let us both agree; 
There's nothing elſe ſhall be wanting, 
zr;, | Tf thou wilt be ruled by me. 
| W. 
| 6, Imvill havea Coach and a man? 
Wy, And a Saddle- Horſe to tide ; 
| I alſo will have a Sedan, 
And a Footmaa to run by my ide: 
M 


| 7, Thou ſhalt have all chis, my dear wife, 
* And thou ſhalt bear the ſway, 
And I'l provide thee good chear, wife, 
'Gainſt chou com'ſt from the Park or a Play: 

W. 

;8, I'll have every month a new Gown, 

And a Peticoart dy'd in' grain, 

| Of the modiſheſt Silk inthe Town, 

| AndaPage to hold up my Train. 
AM 


9. Thou (halt have this too, my ſweet wife, 
' If chou'dft contented be, » | 
'Or any thing elſe chat is meet wife, 
So that we may bur agree. 
0, I will have a Gallant or two, 
| And they ſhall be "DP" mens 


- 
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And I'll make you to know your Cue, For 
When they come in and go out agen. [ 
AM. Nay 

11. Methinks a couple's to few, wife, 4 


Thou ſhalt have three or four, | 
And yet 1 know thou'dſt berrue, wife, 
Alchough thou hadſt half a ſcore. 

W 


12, I will have as many as I pleaſe, I, 
In ſpite of your teeth, you fool, 

And when I've the Pocky Diſeaſe, For 
'Tis thou ſhalt empty my ſtool. Tx 

M. | 

13. Why how now you brazen-fac'd Harlot,] % A 
I'l make you to change your note, Bd. 

And if ever I find you ſnarl at Ton 
My a&ions, 1'l bang your Coat. A 


14. Nay, T'l make you to wait, you Flaps, | 
Ar Table till I have din'd, | 
And I'll leave you nothing bur ſcraps, | 
Until I do find you more-kind. | "2 
« FP. | 
15. Sweet Husband, I now cry Peccavi, Yerr 
You know we women are trail ; So h: 
And for tke ill words that E-gave ye, | Ba 


Asxk pardon, and hope to prevail. | Th 
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For now I will lie ar your foor, 
Deſiring to kiſs your hand: 

Nay, caſt off my Gallants to boot, 
And till be at your commnad. 


A Song at the Dukes Houſe. 


I, M Ake ready, fair Lady, to night, 
And ftand at the door below : 
For I will be there to receive you with care, 
And to your true loye you ſhall go. 


2, And whenthe Stars twinkle fo bright, 
; Then down tothe door will I creep, 
To my Love will I fly, ere the Jealous can ſpy, 
And leave my old Daddy afleep. 


ur — eros | 


ASong at the Kings Hoafſe. 


| I little or no purpoſe have ſpent all my deys- 
| In ranging the Park;eh' Exchange,& the Pl aye, 
Yerne'r in my Ramble cilt now did-I prove 

So happy, to meet wich the min I could love. 

; ButO how I'm pleas'd when 1 think of the man 
| That I find I muſt love, let te do what 1 can ! 


| 


For 


D 2 2, How: 
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2. How long I ſhall love him, I canno more tell, F 
Than had I a Feaver, when I ſhould bewell: bi 
My Paſſion ſhall kill me before I will ſhowit, | . 1 
And yet I would give all the world be did knowit,| © x 

But, O how 1 ſigh, when I think, ſhould -be woo | Lac 

"That Icannot deny what I know will undo mt ! - 1 

j 

—] 6.1 
a 


eA Song, The Tune, Robin Rowſer. 


| He 
Y Name is honeſt Harry, | : 
Ard I love little Mary : 1: 7.1 
In ſpight of Cx, or jealous Beſs, LE 
I'll have my own vagary. | Sid 
2, My Love is bliche and buckſome, ' 
And ſweet and fine as can be: "th 
Freſh and pay as the flowers in ſay, LA 
And looks like Fackadandy, | $0. 

| 3. And if ſhe will not have me, 
| Thatamſocruea Lover, 9. 
| I'l drink my Wine, and ne'r repine, ; 
And down the ſtairs I'l ſhove her, | An 


4. But if chat ſhe will love, 
I'i be as kind as may be ; 
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I'! give her Rings and pretty things, 

) And deck her like a Lady, 

; | 5. Her Peticoat of Satin, 

"It! HerGown of Crimſon Taby, 

Pt, | Lac'd up before and ſpangled o're, 
Juſt. like a Bartlemew Baby. 


—} 6, Her Waſtcoat is of Scarlet, 
With Ribbons tied cogether, 
Her Stockins of a bow-dy'd hue, 
And her Shoes of Spaniſh Leather, 


4 7. Her Smock o'ch' fineſt Holland, 
And lac'd in every quarter : 
' Side and wide, and long enough, 
And hangs below her garter. 


$, Then to the Church I'l have her, 
| Wherewe will wed together : 
| $0 come home when we have done, 
| Jn ſpightof wind and weather: 


9, The Fidlers ſhall attend us, 
And firſt play, Fohn come kiſs me ; 
And when thac we have danc'd a round, 
They ſhall play, Hit or miſs me. 


D 3 io, Then 


# u 
py 
[ ” 
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| 10, Then hey for little Hory, Ma 
"Tis ſhe I love alone Sir : Th 
Let any man do what he can, Sm 
' I will have her or none Sir. a 
— : alt 
| Th 


T heſe following are to be under ſtood two wayne 


Be 
Saw a Peacock, with a fiery tail - 
I ſaw a blazing Comet, drop down hail TI 
{ I ſaw a Cloud, with Ivy circled round Ti 
| IT ſaw a ſturdy Oak, creep on the ground = 
I ſaw a Piſmire, ſwallow, up a Whale = 
J faw aragiog Sea, brim full of Ale 
| I ſaw a Venice Glaſs, {ixteen foot deep 
I ſaw a Well, full of mensrears thac weep N 
T ſaw their Eyes, all in a flame of fire ; 
I ſaw a Houſe, as big as the Moon and higher | Þ, 
I ſaw the Sun, even inthe midſt of night Ic 
I ſaw the Man chat ſaw this wondrous light. | 
———m——_— | 2 
A 
On the Sea-fight with the Hollander: inthe B 
Rumps time. If 


Y wiſhes greet the Navy of the Datch, 
The Engliſh Fleet Iall good fortune prutch, 
ED May 


k 
_ 
% 


May no ftermrtoſs V1 Tramp and his Sea-Forces, 
The Harp and Crofs ſhafl have my daily curſes, 
Smile gentle Fares on the Dutch Admiral, 

Upon our States che Plagues of Egypt fall; 

Attend all health che Cavaliering part, 

This Commonwealth I value nor a fart. 


- £; 


| Thus I my wiſbes and my prayers divide 

: Between che Rebels and che Repicide : 

Backwards and forwards thus I break my mind, 
And hope the Fates ar laſt will be ſo kind, 

That the old Proverb may but wheel abour, 
 Truemen might havecheir own, now Knaves fall out 


"I 


The Anſwer to Ak me no more whither doth ftray. 


1. F LL te!l you true whither doth Rray 
The darkneſs which ſucceeds the day ; 

For Heavens vengeance &id allow 

Ic ill ſhould' frown upon your Brow, 


2. I'l tell yon crue where may be found 

A voice that's like the Screech-Owls ſqund: 
For in your falſe deriding throat 

Ir lies, and death is in its note, 


D 4 
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3. 1'l tell you true whither doth paſs 


The ſmiling look ſeen in the glaſs, 3.D 
For in your face 'c reftefts and there And 
Falſe as your ſhadow doth appear. 
4. 1! tell you true whither are blown 4. $ 
The angry wheels of Thiſtle-down : Dor 
Ir flies into your mind, whoſe care B 


Ts to be light as Thiſtles are, 


5. C 
5. 1'! tell you true within what Neſt Let 
The Cuckow lays her eggsto reſt ; | EY 
It is your Boſom, which can keep 
Nor him northem : Farewel, I'l ſleep. 6.1 
_ We 
hoo | + 
A Dialogue between William and Harry 
Riding on the Way. 7.1 
wik 
| 6 | I 
FT, Oble, lovely, virtuous Creature, 
Purpoſely ſo fram*d by nature, 8; / 
To inthral your ſervants wits. {Jl 
. I 
2, Time muſt now unite our hearts, 


Not for any my deſerts, 
But becauſe methinks it fits 
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H. 


3. Deareſt treaſure of my chou ohr, 
And yet wert thou to be bought, 
With my life, thou wert noc dear. 


4. Secret comfort of my mind, 
Doubt no longer to be kind, 
But be ſo, and fo appear, 
H 


5. Give me love for love again, 
Let our loves be clear and plain, 
Heaven is faireſt, when it is cleareſt. 
W. 
6. Leſt in clouds and in deferring, 
. We reſemble Seamen erring, 
Fartheſt off whenwe are neareſt. 
H 


7. Thus with numbers interchanged, 
wiliam's Muſe and mine have ranged, 
Verſe and Journy both are ſpear. 

W. 
8: And if Harry chance to ſay, 
That we well have ſpent che day, 
I for my part am content. 
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A Gentleman on bis beautiful Miftreſs. 


54 


I. Ou meaner Beauries of the night, 
That poorly ſatisfie our eyes 
More by your number than your light, 
You common people of the skies, 
What are you when the Sun ſhall riſe 2 


2, You curious Chanters of the Wood, ' 
That warble forth Dame Natures Lays, 
Thinking your voices underſtood 
By their weak accents, What's your praiſe 
When Philomel her voice (hall raiſe ? 


3. You Violets that firſt appear, 
By your purple Mantles known, 
Like the proud: Virgins of the year, 
As if the Spring were all your own, 
What are you when the Roſe ts blown ? 


4. So when my Miſtris ſhall be ſeen 
In form and beanty of her mind, 

She cannot leſs be than a Queen ; 
And I believe ſhe was delign'd 

T* eclipſe the Glory of her kind. 
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A Deſcription of the Spring. 


Nd now all Nature ſeem'd in love, 
| The luſty Sun began to move : 

| Now Juyce did ftir th' embracing Vines, 
| And Birds had drawn their Valentines ; 
The jealous Frout that low did lie, 

| Roſe at a well-difſembled Flie ; 

| Then ſtood my Friend with Patient $kill, 
Attending of his trembling Quill. 
Already were the Eaves poſleit 

With the ſwift Pilgrims dawbed Net ; 
The Groves already did rejoyce, 

| In Philomel's eriumphing voice; 

The Showrs were ſhort, che Weather mild, 
The Morning freſh, the Evening ſmil'd z 
7one takes ber neat rub'd Pail, and now 
She trips co meet the Sand-red Cow, 
Where for fome ſturdy Foor-ball Swain 
7oxe ftroaks a Syllabub or twain : 

The Fields and Gardens were beſet 

VVich Tulip, Crocus, Violet: 

And now, though late, the modeſt Roſe 
Did more than half a bluſh diſcloſe ; 

Thus all looke pay, all full of chear, 

| To welcon this new liv'ried Year. 
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5- The Pink, the Cowſlip, and the Roſe 


On a Shepherd loſing his Miſtrus. The 
Tune, Amongſt the Mriles as I waikd. _ 
| | For 
r. CTay Shepherd, prethee Shepherd ſtay : And 
Didit thou not ſee her run this way ? | Reſe 
Where may ſhe be, canſt thonnot guels ? | 
Alas ! Pve loſt my Shepherdeſs. - F 
| Wit 
2. I fear ſome Satyr has betray'd Met 
My pretty Lamb unto the ſhade : Anc 
Then wo is me, for I'm undone, 
For in the ſhade ſhe was my Sun. | - : 
3. InSummer heat were ſhe not ſeen, | Thi 
No ſolitary Vale was green : F The 
The blooming Hills, the downy Meads, 
Bear not a Flower but where ſhe treads. ” T 
| y 
4. Huſh'd were the ſenſeleſs Trees when ſhe No, 
Sate but to keep them company : We 
The (ilver ſtreams were ſwell'd with pride, Pa 
When ſhe ſate (inging by cheir (ide. | 


Strive to ſalute her where ſhe goes ; | 
; Wis 


 Weſtminſter-Drollery. 
—| And then contend to kiſs her Shoo, 
The Pancy and the Daizy too. 


' 6, But now I wander on the Plains, 

| Forſake my home, and Fellow-Swains, 
| And muſt for want of her, I ſee, 

| Reſolve to die in miſery. 


| ©, For when I think to find my Love 

| Within the boſom of a Grove, 
Methioks the Grove bids me forbear , 
And fighing ſays, She is not here- 


| 8, Next do I fly unto the Woods; 

| Where Flora pranks her ſelf with Buds, 
| Thinking eo find her there : Bur lo! 

A The Myrtles and the Shrubs ſay, No. 


9. Then whar ſhall I unhappy do, 
Or whom ſhall I complain unto? 
No, no, here I'm reſoly*d to die, 
Welcome ſweet Death and Deſtiny. 


The Soldiers Reſolution. 
T Ere ſtands the man that for his Countreys good 


Has with couragious Arms in ſweas and blood 
Ran 


And 
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Ran through an Hoſt of Pikes : He, be I was 


Oue-dar'd the Thunder of the roaring Braſs, 
Kickt my black Stars, ſpurn'd Balls of fire with ſcor. | 
Like to a Foot- ball ina froſty morn ; | 
Made Death to tremble, and bave bid my Drum 
Beat a Defiance to the Cowardly ſcum. 
And ſhall I now like a Pedantick ftand, 
Scraping and crouching with my Cap in hand 
To baſe-born Pezſams ? No, he*s but a Worm 
That ftrikes his Top-ſail co a lirtle Scorm, 
Here then 1I'l fix, that nothing ſhall controul 
The Reſolutions of a Gallane Soul, 


er CET 


On the Golden Croſs in Cheapſide. 


Wo Fellows gzzing arthe Croſs in Cheap, 
Says one, Methinks it is the rareſt heap 
Of Scone that e're was builr ; ir ought, I ſee, 
One of the Wonders of the World to be, 
No, ſays the other, and bepan to ſwear, 
The Crofles ofthe World ne Wonders are. 


A 


cor, 


On 
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On a Pretender ta Gentility, [uſpeited to be a 
; Highwayeman. 


| 


| Great Pretender to Gentiliry, 
| Came to a Herald for his Pedigree: 
| Beginning there to ſwagger, roar, and ſwear, 
Requir'd ro know what Arms he was to bear : 
The Herald knowing what he was, begun 
To rumble o'r his Heraldry ; which done, 
Told him he was a Gentleman of note, 
And that he had a very glorious Coat. 
Prethee, whar is'r ? quoth he, and here's your fees. 
vir, ſays the Herald, "cis two Rampant Trees, 
One Couchant ; add to give it further ſcope, 
A Ladder Paſſant, and a Pendant Rope : 
And for a grace unto your Blue-coat Sleeves, 
There is a Bird i'ch' Creſt that ſtrangles Thieves- 


— 


A Song. 


| I, A Blich and boany Country Laſs 
| Sate (ighing on the tender Graſs, 
And weeping ſaid, will none come woo her ? 
A dapper Boy; a licher Swain, 
That had-a mind her love to gain, | 
VVith ſmiling looks ſtraight came unto her. 
2, VVhen 
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2, When as the wanton Girl eſpied 
The means to make her ſelf a Bride, 
She (imper'd much like boany Nell, 
The Swain that ſaw her very kind, 
His Arms about her body twin'd, 
And ſaid, Fair Laſs, how fare ye, well? 


3. The Country Laſs ſaid, Well forſooth, 
Bur char I have a lonzing tooth, 
A longing tooth, that makes me cry. 
Alas, ſays he, what gars thy prief ? 
4 wound, ſays ſhe, wichour relief, 
I fear that I a Maid ſhall die, 


4. If thet be all, the Shepherd ſaid, 
T'i makethee Wiveir, gentle Maid, 
And ſorecure thy Malady : 
Oa which they kiſt, wich many an Oath, 
And 'fore God Pan did plight their Troth ; 
So to the Church away chey hie. 


s. And ove ſend every pretty Peat, 
That fears to die of this conceir, 

So kind a, Friend to helpar laſt : 
Then Maids ſhall never long again, 
When they find eaſe for ſuch a pain: 
And thus my Roundelay is paſt. 
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A Song on Love. 


\ 1, TF Love be Life, I long todie; 
Live chey that liſt for me , 
And he that gains the moſt chereby. 
| A foolac leaſt ſhall be. 
Bat he tha feels the ſoreſt firs, 
Scapes with no leſs than loſs of wits. | 
| Unhappy life they gain, which Love do entertain. 


2, In day by feignied Looks they live, 
By lying Dreams in night : 

Exch trown a deadly wound doth give, 
Each ſmile a falſe delight. 

Ifr hap their Lady pleaſant ſeem, 

Itisfor others love they deem : 


If void ſhe ſeems of joy, diſdain doth make her coy. 


4 uch is the peace that Lovers find, 
Such is the Life they lead; * 

blown here and there wich every wind, 

| Like Flowers in the Mead. 

ow war, now peace, then war again, 


veuce, deſpair, delight, diſdain, 


- 


IF 


lbngh dead, in midſt of life ; in peacey and yet at ſtrife. 


E 


A 
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A Song » | The 


# 
m 
4 

6 t 


I Serve Amynta whiter than the ſnow, | | 
Streighter chan Cedar, brighter than the Glaſs, 


More fine in trip than foot ofrunning Roe, '1.C 
More pleaſant chan the Field of low'rimg Grabs ; W- 
More gladſom ro my withring joys that fade, Yip 
Than Winters Sun, or Summers cooling Shade. | yy. 
2. Sweeter than ſwelling Grape of ripeſt Vine ; 1 
Softer than feathers of-thetaireſt ſwan, - And 
Smoother than Jer, more ſtately than the Pine, 
Freſherchan Poplar, (maller than my.fpan, '2. Ye 
Clearer than Phobus fiery pointed Beam, 
Or Icy Cruſt of Cryſtals-frozen ſtreams. Ir is2 
' (ris T 
3. Yet is,he quiſter chan the Bear by kind, Wher 
And harder- hearted than the aged Oak: Hear t 


More glib than Oyl; nivrefickte chan the Wind, - And t 
More ſtiff chan ſteel, no ſooner bent but broke. | 
Lo chus my ſervice 5s alaflang ſoxe 3 - + 2. Yet 

Yer will I ſerve, alchough Idhecherefore 


_ 
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| The Deſeriptios of Love, in a Dialogae' between tmo 
Shepherds, Will and Tom. 


T ow. 
1, QHepherd, what's wm 1 prerhee cell 2 
Wi 


I: is that fountain and thac Well 
| Where Pleaſure and Repentance dwell : 
| tis perhaps-that ſauncing Bell 
T har toles All-in to Heaven or Hell, 
[And this is Love, as I heard tell. 

T 


2, Yet what is Love, I prechee lay " 
| W. 


It isa work on Holy-day : 
It is December macch'd with Jay, 
When luſty Bloods in freſh array, 
Hear ten months afterof cheir play ; 
- JAnd this is Love, as Thear ſay. 
T, 


3, Yet what is Love, I pray be plain 3 
W, 


"2 Sun-(hine mixt wich Raio ; 
\\\Jtisa Tootheach, or worſe pain 5 

"tis a Game, where none doth gain z 
tisathing rurmoils che brain : 
ing his is Love; as I hear ſayen. 


E 3 4. Yet 


7 
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T: 
T. | 
4. Yet Shepherd, what is Love, I pray? » | - 
W. 
Teisa yea, it iSa nay, | - 
A pretty kind of ſporting fray; _ . Box 
Tt is a thing will ſoon-away , | 1a 
For *twill nor long with any tay : | 71 
And this is Love, as I hear fay, ' Re 
T., | | 
$. Yet what is Love, good Shepherd ſhow ? | as 
W. 
A ching that creeps, ic cannot go ; - 
A prize that paſſerh to and fro, W 
A thing for one, a thing for moe, . | Wi 
And he that loves ſhall find ir fo : | "Wi 


And Shepherd, this is Love, I crows 


R 


And boaſt that yoar luck you help with deſign, 
* By praying croſs-legg'd to S. Valentine. 


A Song call'd Loves Lottery, 
At the Dukes Houſe. | 


. . #* l 2, 
Un to Loves Lottery, run Maids, and rejoice, 


Whilſt ſeeking your chance, you meet y ; 
own Choice, ; | Sn 
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Hark, hark, a Prize is drawn, and Trumpets ſound 
Tanta,ra,ra, Tanta,ra,ra, Tanta,ra,ra. 
Hark Naids, more Lots are drawn, Prizes abound ; 
| Duba dub, the Drum now bez ts, 
And dub, a dub) a dub, Echo repeats, 
Asif the God of War had made 
\ Loves Queen Skirmiſh for a Serenade. 
! Haſte, haſte, fair Maids, and come away, 
| ThePrieſt attends, the Bridegrooms ſtay : 
| Roſes and Pinks will we ſtrow where you go, 
{ Whilt T walk jn Shades of Willow. 
When I am dead, let him that did ſlay me 
Be but ſo kind, ſo gentle to lay me 
There where negleRed Lovers mourn, 
Where Lamps and hallowed Tapers burn, 
| (Where Clerks in Quires (ad Dirges ſing, 
Where ſweetly Bells ac Burials ring, 


S— 


On a Gentleman. 


| Tune, My Freedoms, which i all my Toy. 


FT Da Cloris wept, and from her eyes 
- - The liquid rears came rrickling down ; 
1%! Snch wealchy drops may well ſuffice, 

To be the ranſomof a Crown : 


E 3 And 


And as ſhe wept, ſhefigh'd, and ſaid, 
Alas for me unhappy CMaid, 
That by my folly, my folly am betray d, 


VL 
2. When firſt cheſeeyes, unhappy eyes, | ] 
Met with the Author of my wo, Asi! 
Methoughts our Souls did fympathize, | Tak 
And it was death toſay him no, | 
Heſu'd, I granted ;- O then befel | 3. 1 
My ſhame, which 'me afraid eo tell! | All! 
Ay me that I had never It'd fo well. ; Wh 


3, O had I been ſo wiſe as not 


T'have yielded up my Virgin-Forr, EY 

My life had been without a blor, ** | For 

And dar'd the envy of Report ; The 

But now my guilc hath mademe be | Unt 
A ſcorn for time to point at me, | 

As at the But and CMarkof Miſery, — 


4. Here now in ſorrow do I fir, 


And penſive thoughes poſſeſs my breaſt ! 


My filly heart with cares is (plir, | 
And grief denies me wonred reſt: 5 
Come then black nighr and fcreen me round, | Thy 
That I may never more be found, Th: 


Unleſs in tears, in tears of ſorrow drown d. | Me 


On Men eſcap'd drowning in a Tempe/F. 


| I, Ocks, Shelves, and Sands, and all farewel : 
Fie, who would dwell in ſuch a Hell 
Asisa Ship ; which drunk doth reel, 
| Taking falc Healths from Deck to Keel. , 


| 2. Up we are ſwallowed in wet graves, 

| All ſous'd in Waves, by Neptwne's Slaves : 
| What ſhall we do, being coſt ro Shore, 

| Milk ſomeblind Taverny and there roar ? 


| 2.'Tis brave, my Boys, to ſail on Land 
For being well mann'd, wecan cry, Stand : 
The Trade of purfing ne're ſhall fail, 

| Until che Hangman crys, Strike Sail. 


tt. 
—_ —— —_—@ 


—_— 


On a great Keat in Egypt. 


| Formerly in Countreys oft have been | 

| L Under the XquinoRiial, where T've feen 

TheSun diſperſe fuch a prodigious Hear, 

That made onr Sieve- like Skins to rain with Sweat : 

| Men would havegiven for an Eclipſe their lives. 

Or one whiſper of Air ; yer each man ſtrwes 

E 4 To 
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Tothrow up graſs, teachers, nay, womengoo, 
To find 'the Wind : all falls like Lead, none blew. 
The Dog-ſtar ſpits new fires, till*c come to paſs, 


Each man'became his nezghbours Burning glaſs : 
Lean men did turn co aſhes preſently, 

. Fat men did roaſt to lean anatomy : 

Young womens hear did get themſelves with child 
For none but they themſelves, themſelves defil'd. | 
Old women naturally co Wirches curu'd, | 
And only rubbing one another, burn'd : 


The Beaſts were bak'd, skin turn'd to cruſt they ſay, | 


And fithes in the River boil'd away : . 
Birds in the air were roaſted, and nor burn'd ; 
For as they fell down, all che way chey curn'd. 


A— 


ET 


On a mighty Rain. 


Him did not weep, but in irs fwelling eye _ 
Whole ſeas of Rheum and moiſt Catarhs didlie, 
Which ſo beſpawl'd the lower world, men (ce 


Corn blaſted, and che fruic of every Tree : 
Air was condensg'd co water, *gainſt their with, 
And all their Fowl were-carn'd co flying Fiſh : 


Like Watermen chcy chrong'd to ply a Fare, 
And thought it had been navigable air : 

Beaſts loſt cheir natural motion of each limbs 
Forgot to go, with praftifing to ſwim. 


we -Drollery. 
A Trout now here, you would not think how ſoon 
Ta'ne ready dreſt for th* Empreſs of the Moon - 
The fixed Stars, though to our eyes were milling, 
We knew yet were) by their continual hiſſing. 
Women ſeem'd Maremaids, ſailing with the wind, 


| The greateſt miracle was Fiſh behind : 


- — -— 


[lie 


Bar men are all kepr ſhort againſt their wiſh, 
And could commic bur the cold fn of Filth. 


—_ D_— ——_ —_— 


— 


The blunt Lovers 


Adam, Icannot court your ſprightly eyes 
With a Baſe-Viol plac'd berwixt my thighs: 
Icannot liſp, nor ro the Guitrar ſing, 
And tire my brains with ſimple Sonnetring, 
Jam not faſhion'd for thefe amorous times, 


. And cannot court you in laſcivious Rhimes : 


Nor can I whine in puling Elegics, 

And atyour feer lie begging from your eyes 
A gracious look ; Icannordauce nor caper, 
Nor dally, ſwear, proteſt, lic, ranr, and yaper, 
Icannor kiſs your hand, play with your hair, 
And tell you that you only are moſt fair : 
Icannot croſs my arms, nor cry, Ay me 

Poor forlorn man ! All chis 1s foppery. 


| Nor can I Maſquerade, as th' faſhion's now, 


No, no, My hearc to thele can never bow : 


4 e 
Cu 


Bue what I can do, I ſhall ee!! you roundly, 
Hark in yourcar ; By Fove I'le kiſs you ſoundly. 


——_—_— —_— ——— 


On a Watch loft in aTavern, | '$ 


Watchloſt ina Tavern! Thar's a Crimes Hic 
A Then ſee how men by drinking loſe their rune. | 
The Watch kept Time ; and if Time will away, | Uli 
I ſee no reaſon why the Watch ſhould ſtay, - | Ga 
You ſay the Rey hang out, and you forgot to lock it, | 0 no 
Time will nor be kept pris'ner in a Pocket. | 
Henceforth if you will keep your Warch, chis do, 
Pocker your Warch, and watch your Pocker roo» 


— 


Cs — - —— NC ———————————_——— —_—— —_—— 


|| ——— 


VV 


4A Song, with the Latine to it. 


Hen as the Nightingale chanted her Velper, . | J:uy 
And che wild Forreſters couch'd on the | |Anq 


ground, Blind 
Venw invited mein the Evenings whiſper Ingi 
Llnco a tragran: Field wich Roſes crown'd, Sedit, 


Where ſhe before had ſent her wiſhes complement, | Back 
Which to her hearts concenc plaid with me on the |Venu, 


Green : Baceh 
Never Mark 4nthony dallied more wantonly [Wher 
With the fair Egyptian Queen, Sham 


The 


The Latin. 


| Antu Luſcinia ſomnum irritat, 


— —_— 


Salvi vagi ſunt in Cabilibu: 


Hoc me filentio Venus invitat, 
| Ad viridarium fragrantin ; 
| Uti prowiſerat, qui mentems flexer at 
| Gundia temperat fie mibi ſolida. 
It, | 0 non dux Amaſing Infit be atins 
Cum Regina Nilotica. 


NC. 


De Vino & Venere. 


Ote neither on omen, nor on Wine, 
For to thy hurr chey both alike incline : 

ty  |Veans thy ſtrength, and Bacchus with his ſweer 

©  |And pleaſant Grape debilicares the feer, 

Blind Love will blab what he in ſecrer did , 

Ingiddy Wine there's norhing can be hid. 

Seditious wars ofr Cupid hath begun, 

 |Bachusto arms makes men in fury run : 

Venxs (unjtiſt) by horrid war loſt Troy ; 

Bacchus by war the Lapiths did deſtroy, 

{When thou with both or cicher are poſieſt, 

Shame, honeſty, and fear oft flies thy breſt : 


The 


Ig 


72 weſtminfer-Drollery. 
In fetters Venus keep, in gyves Bacchm tyey 
Leſt by their free gifcs they thee damnifie, 
Uſe Wine for thirſt, Yenns for lawtul Seed ; 
To paſs theſe limits, may thy danger breed. 


Qu 


| On Wine. 


E that with Wine, Wine thinks t'expel, 


Oneill would with another quell: 
A Trumpet, with a Trumpet drown : 
Or with the Cryer of the Town 
Still a loud man : Noiſe deaf with noiſe, 
Orto convert a Bawd, make choice 
Ofa Pander : Pride with pride ſhame chus, 
Or put a Cook down by Califtratas 
Diſcord by diſcord think to caſe, 
Or any man with ſcoffs appeaſe : 
So War by Batrel co reſtrain, 
And labour mitigace by pain : 
Command a ſudden peace between 
Two ſhrill Scolds in i height of ſpleen : 
By Drink to queneh Drink 1s all one, 
As is by (trite, ſtrife to atrone, 


weftminſter-Drollery. 


—— 


A Song called Hide- Parks 
The tune, 


| Honour invites you to delights, 
Come to the Conrt,and be all made Knights. 


1, FYOmeall you noble, you that are neat ones, 
Hide- Park is now both fieſhand green: 
Come all you Gallants thac are great ones, 
And are defirous to be cen: 
Would you a Wife or Miſtriſs rare, 
Here are the beſt of England fair t 
Here you may chufe, alſo refuſe, 
As you your judgments pleiſc to uſe. 


2, Come all yon Courtiersin your neat faſhions, 
Rich in your new unpaid-tor (ilk : 

Come you brave Wenches, and courr your ſtations, 
Here in the buſhes the Maids do milk : 

Come then and revel, the Spring invites 
Beauty and youth for your delights, 

All char are fair, allthac are rare, 

You ſhall have licenſe co compare. 


TX: Weſbminfier-Droliery, [ 

3. Here the great Ladies all of the Land are, | [/ He 
Drawn wirhfix Horfes ar rhe feats =o A 

Here are all char of the Strand arc, Thei 
And to be {cen now at che beſt. Fc 

W:ftminſter-Hall, who is of the Court, Who 
Unto his place doth now all reſort : {TI 

Both high and low here you may know, | And 
And all docome:themſelves to (hew. 3 


4. The Merchants wives that keep their Coaches,” | 
Here in the Park do take the air ; | 
They go abroad co avoid reproaches, 


And hold themſelves as Ladies fair 2 l, ( 
For whilſt their Husbands gone are to trade 

Unto their ſhips by Seaor Land : Wer: 

: Who will not ſay, why may not they Yer © 


Trade, like their own Husbands, in their own way, | Mu 
2, 
g. Here from the Countrey come the Girls flying Witt 
For husbands, though of parrs hcrle worth : As it 
They arch* Exchange have becn buying Thar 
Thelaſt new faſhion char cameforth : 
And are defirous to have 1t ſeen, 3.W 
Asif before it ne're had been : | Trae 
$o you may ſee all that may be As tf 


Had in the Town or Countrey, yi 


Weflmuanfter-Drollerys 
| | 8. Here come the Girls of the rich City. 
— Aldermens daughcers fair and proud, 
Their Jealous Mothers comeir' invate ye, * 

For fear they ſhauld be leſt ?ch' crouds: 

Who for their breeding are raughe to dance, 

Their birch and fortune toadvance: fT.? 
And they will be as frolick and free, | 
| As you your ſelt expect to (ee, 


wh——————— __— 
OD ——_—_—_— —————_—_—_— Ms Am... 


| To bns coy Miftris, 


Oy one, I ſay, Be gone, 
My love-days now are done: 
Were thy Brow like Iv'ry free, 
Yer cis more black chan Jer:to me. 


af. 2, Might thy hairy Treſs compare | 


With Daphne's {porting with che air, | T 
As it is worſe fetcer'd far 
Than ch* knotry tuffs of Mandrakesate. / 3 


3. Were there in thy {quint eyes found 

| True native {parks of Diamond ; | 
As they are duller ſure Iam, 

Than ch' Eye-Lamps of a dying man, 
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.4. Were thy breath a Civer ſcent, 
Or ſome purer Element ; 

As there's none profeſs thee love, 
Can touch thy lips without a Glove. 


5, Were thy Noſe of ſuch a ſhape, 

As Nacure could no better make ; 
Asitis ſoskrewed in, | 

Ic claims acquaincance with thy Chin. 


6, Were thy Breaſts two riſing Mounts, 
Thoſe Ruby Nipples milky Founts, 

As theſe two ſo fairly move, 

They'd make a Lover freeze for love. 


9. Could thy pulſe afte&ion bear, 
Thy Palm a balmy moiſture ſwear ; 
As their active vigor's goney 

Dry and cold as any ſtone. 


- 8, Werethy arms, legs, feer, and all, 
Thar we with modeſty can call ; 
Nay, were they all of ſuch a grace, 
As'c might be ſ{til'd, Love amorom place. 


9. Asall theſe yield ſach weak delight, 


They'd fright a Bridegroom the firſt night : 


 Weſtminſler-Drollery, 
And hold ita curſe for to be ſped 
Of ſuch a fury in his bed. 


- | 10. Could thine high improved ſtate, 
| Vye wich the greateſt Potenrate : 

As in all their ftore I find 

Mole-hills ro a noble mind. 


11. Wert thou as rich in Beauties form, 
As thou are held in Natures ſcorn : 

I vow theſe ſhould be none of mine, 
Becauſe they are enticled thine, 


|= EWn——> re n—nc.—_nctnat 


eA Dialogue concerning Hair, between a Man 
and a Woman; 


AM. 
L Sk me no more why I do wear 
My Hair ſo far betow my ear : 
For the firſt Man that e're was made 
Did never know the Barbers Trade, 
WW. 


2. Ask me no more where all che day 
(Tae fooliſh Owl doth make her ſtay : 
F 


"Tis 
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'Tis in your Locks; for tak'e from me, 


She thinks your bair an Ivy-tree. 
M. 


3. Tell me no more that length of hair 
Can make the viſage ſeem leſs fair ; 
For howſoe'r my hair doth lit, 
I'm ſure that yours comes ſhort of it.. 


W. 


4. Tellme no more men were long hair 
To chaſe away thecolder air ; 

For by experience we may ſee 

Long hair will but a back friend be. 


AM. + 
5. Tell me no more that long hair can 
Argue deboiftneſs ing man ; 
For 'cis Religious being inclin'd, 
To ſave the Temples from the wind. 
W, 


6. Ask me no more why Roarers wear 
Their hair excant below their ear 


Thi 


 Weſkminſler-Drollery, 
For having morgap 'd all their Land, 
They'd fain oblige the appearing Band, 


M. 


'7, Ack meno more why hair may be 
The expreſſion of Gentlity : 

Tis that which being largely grown, 
Derives its Gentry from the Crown, 
| 
W. 


13. Ask me no more why graſs being grown, 
With greedy Sickle is cut down, 

Till hort and ſweet © So ends my Song, 
Leſt that long hair ſhould grow too long, 
| 


L-4Þ —_— _—_ 


A Song. 


Hat Beauty I ador'd before, 
| I now as much deſpiſe : 
is Money only makes che Whore : 
She that for love with her Crony lies, 
| Whufte - But that's the wy that kiſſes ; for are 
| 


Bo weſtminſter-Drollery2 


2. Let Fove with Gold his Danae woo, 
Te ſhallbe no rule for me: 

Nay, 'e may be | may do ſo too, 
When I'me as old as he. 


Till then Ie never bire the thing that's frets 


3. If Coin muſt your Aﬀe&Aion Imp, 
Pray get ſome other Friend : 

My Pocket ne're ſhall be my Pimp, 
I never that intend, 

Jet can be noble too, if I ſee they mend. 


4.Since Loving was a Liberal Art, 
How canſt thou trade for gain? 
The pleaſure is on your part, 
*Tis we Men take the pain : 
And being ſo, muſt Women have the gain ? 


5. No, no, I'le never farm your Bed, 
Nor. yqur Smock-Tenant be : 

I hate co rent your white and red, 
You ſhall notler your Love ro me : 

1 conrt a Miſftris, not a Landlady. 


6. A Pox take him that firſt ſer up, 
Th' Exciſe of Fieſh and Skin: 
# F 


AS 
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And ſince it will no better be, 
Let's both to kiſs begin ; 

Tokſe freely; if nat, you may go ſpin. 


HIn—_ 
LO ——_ 


| 


Th Careleſs Swain. 


+ 


L, F ſhe gone? let her ga; faich Boys, I care nor, 
Tinort ſue after her, 1 dare nor, I dare nor. 

Though ſhe'as more Land/than I by many an Acre, 

I have plow'd in her ground, who will may take her, 


2.She is a witty one, and ſhe is fair too; 

She muſt have all the Land chat ſhe is Heir too: 
But as for Free Land ſhe has not any, 

For hers is Lawmas ground, common to many. 


3, Were it in Several, 'ewere a great favour, 

I might be an inriching to him that ſhall have her : 
But bers is common ground,and without bounding ,_ 
You may graze in her ground,and fear no pounding, 


F 3 | a1 
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ACatch for three Voices. 


'F Ack, Will and Tom are ye come, 

[| I think there is mirth in your faces : 

How glad J'arto ſee ſuch Lads all agree 
In tunes and time, and graces. 


— 


A Song. 


I, Hlors, when I to thee preſent 
# The cauſe of all my difconrent ; 
And ſhew that all the wealth that can 
Flow from this/litte world of /man, 
:Is noughr but Conſtancy and Love, 
Why will you orher objeAtsprove ? 


2. O do nor cozen your delires 
With common and mechawick-fires : 
Thar piaurewhich you fee in gold; 
In every:Shop is ro be ſold, 

And /Driamonds of richeft prize 

Men only value with cheir eyes. 


3. But look vpon my loyal heart, 
That knows co valuetevery part: 
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And loves thy hiddcn virtue more 

Than outward ſhape, which fools adore ; 
In that you'l all che treaſures find 

That can content a noble mind. 


4 


—— 


The forſaken Maid, A Song. 


I Or Love, nor Fate dare I accuſe, 
For that my Love doth me refuſe : 


| Bux O mine own unworchineſs, 


That durſt preſume ſo great a bliſs! 

Too mickle 'ewere for me to love 

A man fo like the Gods above, 

YVith Angels face, and Saint-like yoice, 
Tis too Divine for Humane choice. 


2, Bur had I wiſely given mine heart, 
For to have loy'd hiar but in part: 
As only to enjoy his face. 

Or any one peculiar Grace ; 

As foot, or hand, or lip, or eye: 
Then had I liv'd where now I die. 
But I preſumiog all cochuſe, 


Am now condemaed all co loſe. 


| 3. You Rural Gods thar guard the Swains, 


And puniſh all unjuſt diſdains ; 
F 4 


84 weſtminſter-Drollery, 
O donot cenſure him for this, 
Ic was my error, and not his. 
his only boon of you Ile crave, 
o fix theſe Lines npon my Grave : 
Like Icarus, / ſoar'd too high, 
For which offence I pine, I die. 


On a Preciſe T aylor. 


f Taylor, but a man of upright dealing, 
1 True, but for lying ; honeſt, bur for itealing; 
| Did fall one Cay extremely lick by chance, 
And gn a ſudden fell in a wondrous Trance : 
' The Fiends of Hell muſtfring in fearful manner, 
Of ſundry colour'd Silks diſplay*d 8 Banner 
Which he had ftoln ; and wiſh'd, as they did cell, 
Thar he might one day find itall in Hell. 
The man affrighted at this Apparition, ' 
Upon Recovery grew a preat Precifian ; * 
He bought a Bible of the new Tranflation, 
And in his Life he ſhew'd great Reformation : 
He walk'd demurely, and he talked meekly, 
He heard ewo Leftures, and ewo Sermons weekly: 
He vow'd to ſhun all Company unruly, 
And in his ſpeech he us'd no Oath but Truly : 
And zealouſly co help the Sabbaths Reſt, 
The Meat for that day on the Eye was dreſt: 


Anl | 


And 
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And leſt the cuſtom thar he bad to ſteal, 

Might cauſe him ſometimes to forger his zeal, 

He gives bis Journey-man a ſpecial charge, 

Thar if the Scuff allow'd fell outto large, 

And that to filch bis fingers were inclin'd, 

He then ſhould put che Banner in his mind. 

This done, I ſcarce cantellche reſt ror laupheer,' 
A Captain of a Ship came three days after, 

And boughe three yards of Velvet & three quarters, 
Tomakehis'Veſt ſolargeto hang below his garcvrns 
He that preciſely knew whar was enough, 

Soon ſlip away a quarter-of the Stutf : "af 
His maneſpying it, ſaid inderiſion, : 
Remember, Maſter, how you faw the Viſion» 

Peace, Fool, quoth he, | did not ſee one tag; - 

of ſuch like colour'd Stuff within the Flag. 


m_ 


The Scotch Girls Complaint for an Engliſhmans going 
away, when my Lord Monk came 
| for England. 


Ll ride this cruel Peace that hath gain'd a War 
on me, 
I never fancied Laddy tjll I ſaw mine Enemy : 
Omethoughes he was the blicheſt one 
That e're I ſet mine eyes upon; * 
e 
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VVell might have fool'd a wiſer one, 
As he did me: 

He look'd ſo pretty, and calk'd ſo witty, 
None could deny, 

Bur needs muſt yield the Fore up, 

Gude faith, and ſodid I. 


2. Tantara went the Trumpets, and ſtrait we were 
in Arms, 

VVe dreaded no Inyalions, Embraces were our 
Charms. 

As we cloſe co one another it, 

Did according to our Mothers wit, 

*But. bardly now can ſmother it, 

> "Jr will be known, 

Alack and welly, ſick back and belly, 
Never was Maid, 


Makes me afraid. 
3. To England bear ehis Sonnet, dire it unto none, 
But to the brave Xfonk- Heroes, both (igh and (inging 
moan 2 

Some chereare perbaps will take my part, | 
At his boſom Cepid ſhake his darr, 

Thar: from me he ne'r may part, 

Thar is mine own: 


A Soldier is a coming, though young, - | 


phe, 
3'ng 


— 


= ——_—— 
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0 maiſt thou rever wear Bow and Quiver, 
Till 1 may ſee 
Once more the happy feature 
Of my lov'd Enemy. 


0n Fairford cxtrious Church-Windows , ' which ſtap'd 
the War and the Puritan. | 


Ell me, you Anti-Saints, why Glaſs 
To you is longer liv'd than BrzC.; 

And why the Saints have ſcap'd their falls 
Better on V Vindows than on V Valls? 
Is it becanſe the Brothers fires 
Maintain a Glafs-houſe at Blackfriers ? . 
Next, why the Church ftands North and Sourh, 
And Eaſt and V Veſt the Preachers mouth ? 
Or is't becauſe ſuch painted ware 
Reſembles ſomething whar you are ? 
So pied, ſo ſeeming, ſo unſound 
In Dorine and in Manners found, 
That out of Emblematick wir 
You ſpare your ſelves in ſparing it? 
If ir be ſo, then Fairford boaſt, 
Thy Church hath kepr whar all hath loſt : 
Ie is preſerved from rhe bane 
Of either V Var or Puritan ; 
VVhoſe 
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Whoſe Life is coloured in thy Paint, 
The inlide Droſs, but outlide Saint, 


At 
— _— 
\ 
T he Soldiers praiſe of a Lowſe. | 6, 
I. Ill you pleaſe to hear a new Ditty, | pe 
In praiſe of a {ix footed Creature ; 
She lives both in Countrey and City, 
She's woundrous loving by nature. 7 
2. She'l proffer her ſerviceto any, | F, 
She'l ſtick cloſe bur ſhe will prevail : 
She is entertained by many, 
Till death no Maſter the'l fail. 8, 
3. Your rich men ſhe cannot endure, 6} 
Nor can ſhe your thifter abide ; 
Bur ſtill ſhe ſticks cloſe to the poor, 
Though often they claw her hide. 9. 
4. The non-ſuited man ſhe'l woo him, A 
Or any good fellows that lack : 
She will be as nigh a friend to him 
Asthe ſhirt char ſticks to his back. oy 
$- Your neat Landreſs ſhe perfeRly hates, E” 


And thoſe that do ſet her awork : 


—| 


| 


And 
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And ill in foul Linen delights, 
That ſhe in the ſeams on'c may lurk. 


' 6, Corruption ſhe draws like a Horſe-leech, 


Being big, ſhe grows a great breeder : 
At night ſhe goes home to her Corrage, ' 
And inthe day is a devilliſh feeder. 


7, ToCommanders and Soldiers in parging 
I'm ſure her Receipts are good : 

For ſhe ſaves them the charge of a Surgeon 
In ſucking and letting of blood. 


$, She'l venture in\a Battel as far 

As any Commander that goes : 

She'l play Fack a both fides in war, 
And cares not a pin for her foes. 


9. She's always ſhor-free in fight, 
To kill her no Sword will preyail : 
Andif rook Priſoner by flight, 
She's cruſh*d co death with a Nail. 


10. From her and her breed Fove defend us 

| For her company we bave had ſtore : 
Lether go tothe Court and the' Gentry, 

And trouble poor Soldiers no more, 


oh 
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A Song. 


x. Kchoughe the other nigh e 
M IT ſaw a pretty ſight 
That mov'd me much : 
A fair and comely Maid 
Noc ſqueamiſh nor afraid 
To let me touch. 
Our lips moft ſweetly kiſſing 
Each other never miſſing : 
Her ſmiling look did ſhew content, 
That ſhe did nought but what ſhe meant. 


2. And as our lips did move, 
The Echo ſtill was Love, 

Love, love me ſweet. 
Then with a Maiden bluſh, 
Inſtead of crying Puſh, 

Our lips did meet : 
Wicb Muſick ſweet by ſounding, 
And Plesſures all abounding, 
We kept the Burden of che Song, 


Which was, That Love ſhould take no wrong. 
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A Song. 


I, My deareſt, I ſhall grieve thee 
WhenlT ſwear, yer Sweet believe me, 

By thine eye, that Cry(tal Book 

In which all crabbed old men look, 

I ſwear to thee, though noneabbor chem, 

Yer I do not love thee for them. 


2, Ido not love thee for that fair 
Rich Fan of thy moſt curious Hair : 
Though the wires thereof are drawn 
Finer chan the rthreds of Lawn, 

And are ſofter than tbe {leeves 
Which the ſubtil Spinner weaves. 


3. I do nor love thee for choſe flowers 
Growing on thy Cheeks, Loves Bowers; 
Though ſuch cunning ebem hath ſpread, 
None can part their white and red : 
Loves golden Arrows there are ſhot, 

| Yet for them TI love thee not. 


4. I do nor love thee for thoſe ſoft 
Red Coral Lips 1've kiſt ſo off, 
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Nor teeth of Pearl, though double rear'd 
To ſpeech, where Mulick ill is heard, 
Though from thence a kiſs being taken, 
Would Tyrancs melt, and Ceath awaken. 


; I do nor love thee, O my Faireſt, 
or that richeſt, for chat rareſt 
| Silver Pillar which ſtands under 
Thy lovely Head, that Glaſs of wonder :] 
. Thoughthy Neck be whiter far 
Than Towers of poliſh'd Ivory are. 


6. Nor do I love thee for thoſe Mountains 
Hid with Snow; whence Nectar Fountains 
Sug'red ſweet, and Syrup-berry, 

Muft one day run chrough Pipes of Cherry s 
O how much choſe Breafts do move me ! 
Yet for theſe I do not love thee. 


. I do not love thee for thy Palm, 
Trough the dew thereof be Balm: 
Nor thy curious Leg and Foot, 
Altheugh it be a precious Roor 
Whereon this ſtacely Cedar grows ; 
Sweet] love thee not for thoſe. 


; 
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8. Nor for thy wit ſo pure and quick , 
Whoſe ſubſtance no Arithmerick 
Can number down s: Nor for the charms 
Thou mak'ſt wich embracing arms ; 
Though in them one night tolie, 
Deareſt I wonld gladly die. 


9, I love the not for eyes nor hair, 
Norlips, nor teech char are ſo rare 5 
Nor for thy neck, nor for thy breaſts, 
Nor for thy belly, nor the reſt : 
Nor for thy hand, nor foot, nor (mall, 
But would' ſt thou know, dear ſweet, for all. 


——_—— 


—_w_.u 


An old Song n the $ paniſh Armado. 


2! QOme years oflate in cighty cight, 
As I do wellremember , 
Itwas ſome ſay, nineteenth of May, 


| And ſome ſay in September, 


And ſome ſay in Sepcember. 


The Spaniſh crajn; lanch'd forth amain, 
With many a fine bravado 
Their (as they choughc) bur it prov'd nor, 
Invincible 4rmade, 
Invincible Armado. 


G 
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3; There wasa little man that dwelcin Spain, 
Who ſhot well in a Gun a, 
Don Pedyo hight, as black a wight 
As the Knight of the Sun a, 
At the Knight of the Sun 4. 


4. King Philip made him Admiral, 
And bid him not to ſtay a 
But to deſtroy, both man and boy, 
And ſo to come away a, 
And ſo to come away 4. 


5. Their Navy was well victualled 
With Bisker, Peaſcy and Bacon, 
They broughc rwo Ships, well fraught wich Whips, 
But I think they were miſtaken. 
But I think - were miſt aken. 


6. There men were young, Munition ſtrong, 
And to do us more harm a, 

They thought it meer to joyn cheir Fleet, 
All wichthe Prince of Parma, 

All with the Prince of Parma. 
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4. They coaſted round about our Land, 
And ſo came in by Dover - 
Bur we had men fer on *um then, 
And threw the Raſcalsover, 
And threw the Raſcals over. 


oY \ 


|, The Queen was then at Tilbury, 
What could me more deſire a, 
Ind Sir Francis Drake for her ſweet fake, 
Did ſer them all on fire a, 
Did ſet them all on fire 4. 


q, Then ſtraic chey fled by Sea and Land, 
That one man k1Jl'd threeſcore a z 

ÞS, [And had nor they all ran away, 

In truth he had kill'd more a, 
Is truth he had kilf d more 4. 


16, Then let them neither brag nor boaſt, 
But if chey come agen a, 
lt them rake heed, they do not ſpeed, 
As they did you know when a, 
Ar they did you know when a, 
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The Loyal Priſoner, 


"R Eat on proud Billows, Bore«s blow, 
Swell curled waves high as Foves roof : 
Your incivility ſhall ſhow, 
That innocence 15 Tempeſt prot : 
T bongh furious Nero's frown, my thoughts are calm, 
Then ſtrike -fflition, for your wounds are balm. 


2, That whichche world miſcallsa Jail, 
A private Cloſer is to me, 

Whilſt a good Conicience is my bail, 
And innocence my liberty - 

Locks, Bars, and Solitude together met, 

Makes me no Pris ner, but an Anchoret. 


3. And whilſt I with to berecir'd 
Into this private room was turn'd 4 
Asit their wiſdoms had con(pir'd 
The Sallamander ſhould be burn'd: 
Or like thoſe Sophies, which would drown a fiſh, 
1 im condemn'd to ſuffer what I wiſh. 


lm, 


| And for to keep my ankles warm, 
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4 The Cynick hugs his poverty, 
The Pellican her Wilderneſs : 
And *ris the Indians pride co be 
Naked on frozen Caucaſus. 
[mtent ment Cannot / mart, Stoicks we ſee, 
Make torments eaffe to their Apathie, 


| Imin this Cabinet lock*d up, 
Like ſome high prized CMargerite : 
0; like ſome great Mogul or Pope, 
Am cloiſter'd, up from publick, fight : 
tetiredneſs ts a piece of Majeſty; 
And thu proud Sultan, I'm as great aa thee. 


6, Theſe Manicles about my arms, 
Tas my Miſtris Favours wear : 


[have ſome 1ron Shackles there ; 
Theſe walls are but my Garriſon, my Cell, 
Whit men call Fail, doth prove my Citadel. 


7. So he that ſtroke at Jaſons life , 


Thinking to have made his purpoſe ſure, 
With a malicions friendly knife, 

Was only wounded to a cure. 
Malice, 1 ſee, wants wit ; for what us meant 


| Miſchief of t-times pr oves favours by th* event. 
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$, What though I cannot ſee my King, 
Neither in's Perſon, nor his Coin : 
Yer Contemplation is a thing 
Which renders what I have not mine: 
e My King from me what Adamants can parts 
Whom 1 do wear engraven on my heayt ? 


9. Have you not ſeen the Nightingale 
A pris'ner like, coop'd in a Cage ? 
How ſhe doth chaunrt her wonced cale, 
In that her narrow Hermirao: ? 
Ewen then ber Melody doth plain'y prove, 
That her Bonghs are Trees, her Cage a Grove, 


10, I amthar Bird whom they combine 
Thus to deprive of liberty : 
Alchough chey ſee my Corps confin'd, 
Yet maugre hace, my ſoul 1s free. 
| Although I'm mew, yet I can chirp and ſing, 
Diſgrace to Rebels, Glory to my King. 


On 


On bu firſs Le. 
MI: firſt Love whom all beauty did adorn, 


Firing my heart, ſuppreſt ic with her ſcorn, 
And fince like Tinder in my breaſt it lies, 
By every ſparkle made a Sacrifice : 
Each wanton eye, now kindles my defire, 
And that is now toall, which was intire : 
For now my wanton thoughts are not confin'd 
Unto a woman, but to woman kind: 
This for her ſhape I love, thas for her face, 
This for her geſture, or ſome other grace : 
And ſometimes when I none of theſe can find, 
Ichuſe chem by che kernel, not the rind ; 
And ſolo kope, chough my chief hope be gone, 


. To find in many what] loſt in one, 


She is in faule which cans'd me firſt ro ſtray, 
Needs muſt he wander which hath loſt his way : 
Guilcleſs I am, ſhe did this change provoke, 
And made that Charcoal, which at firſt was Oak ; 
For as a Looking-glaſs to the aſpeR, : 
Whilſt it is whole, doth but oneface refleR ; 

But crack'd and broken in pieces, there arc ſhown 
Many falſe faces where firſt was bur one : 

0 love into my heart did firſt prefer 


| Her Image, and chere planzed none but her : 
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But when *cwas crack'd and martyr'd by her ſcorn, 
Many leſs faces in her ſeat were born : 

Thus like to Tinder, I am prone tocatch 

Each falling ſparkle,fic for any match. 


— ER 


On hu Miſtriſs going to Sea. 


Arewel, fair Saint, may not the ſeas and wind 
Swell like the hearr and eyes youlett behind ; 

But calm and gentle, like the looks they beer, 

Smile in your face, and whiſper in your car - 

Let no foul billow offer to ariſe, 

That it might nearer look upon your eyes ; 

Leſt Wind and Waves enamour'd with ſuch form, 

Should throng and crowd themſelves into a ſtorm. 

Bur if it be your fate, vaſt Seas, to love, 

Of my becalmed heart learn how ro move : 

Move then but in a gentle Lovers pace, 

No wrinckles, nor no furrows in your face ; 

And you fierce winds, ſee that you tell your tale 

In ſuch a breath as may bur fill her ſail: 

So while you court her each a ſcvcral way , 

You will her ſafely co her Port convey, 

Andloſe herin a noble way of wooing , 

Whilſt both contribute to her own undoing. 
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H 


On a Bluſh. 


Tay luſty blood , where wilt thou ſcek 
> So bleſt a place as in her chcek ? 

How canſt chon from chat cheek retire, 
Where vercue doth command defire ? 

But if thou canſt not ſtay, then flow 

Down to her pancing paps below 3 

Flow like a Deluge from her breaſts, 

Where Venus Swans have builecheir Netts ; 
, And ſo take glory to beſtain 

With azure blew each ſwelling Vein : 

Then boiling, run through every parts 

Till chou haſt warm'd her frozen heart : 
And if from loveic would recire, 

Then Martyr it with gentle fire - 

And having ſearch'd each fecrer place, 

Fly thou back jnto her face : 

Where live chou blcſt in changing thoſe 


Vhite Lillies to a ruddy Roſe, 
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For 
: Ip 
In praiſe of a Mak. 
Here is not half ſo warm a fire MY 


A. In fruicion asdefire : | 
When we have got the fruit of pain, 
Poſſeſſion makes us poor again, 
Expected formand ſhape unknown, 
Whets and makes ſharp remptation : Y 
Senſe is roo nigardly for bliſs, 


And daily pays us with what is. Do: 
But ignorance dork give us all It 
That can within her brightneſs fall: For, 
Veil cherefore ftill, whilſt I divine One 
The riches of chat hidden Mine ; To 
And make imagination tell | Of 
All wealth that can in beauty dwell. dey, 
Thus the highly valu'd Oar, Toy 


Earths dark Exchequer keeps in ſtore : 
And ſearch'd in ſecret, only quits 
The travel of the hands and wits; 
Who dates to ranſack all the hoards, 
That Natures privy Purſo affords. 
Oureye the apprehenfions Thief, 
Blinds our unlimited belief. 

When we ſee all, we nothing ſee, 


Diſcloſure may proveRobbery, 


For | 
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For if you ſhine nor, faireſt, berog ſhown, 
I pick a Cabinet for a Brifo/ Stone, 


Pr 
A hs, od 


| Excuſe for Abſence. 


\; Ovu'l ask, perhaps» wherefore I ſtay, 
Loving ſo much, ſo long away ? 

Do not chink *ewas I did part 3 

k was my body, nor my heart : 

For, like a Compaſs, in your love 

One Foot is fixt that cannot move: 
To'other may follow the blind guide 

Of giddy Forrune, bur not ſlide 

beyond your Service nor dares venture - 
Towander far from you the Center. 
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To his eMiſtris. 


Eep on your Mask, and hide your eye, 
For with beholdingitT dic, 

Your fatal Beauty, Gorgon-like, 

Dead with aſtoniihment doth ſtrike : 

Your piercing eyes, if them I ce, 

| Are worſe than Baſfilisks co me. 

Shut from mine eyes thoſe hills of Snow, 

Their melting Valley do not ſhow ; 

Thoſe Azure paths lead co deſpair. 

O vex me not, forbcar, forbear : 

For whilſt I chus in cormenc dwell, 

The fight of Heaven is worſe than Hell. 

Your dainty voice, and warbling breath, 

Sound like a Sentence paſt for death : 

Your dangling Trefles are become 

The inſtruments of final doom ; 

Oifan Angel torture ſo 

When life is done, what ſhall I do? 


| 
[ tell you how the Roſe did firſt grow red, 


| 


| 


Sinelands, ſine riches, 
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To his Miſtric, 


And whence the Lilly whiceneſs borrowed : 
You bluſh'd, and then the Roſe with red was dight 3 
The Lilly kiſt your hand, and ſo came white, | 
Before that time cach Roſe had bura ſtain, 
The Lilly nought but paleneſs did contain : 
You have the native colour, thole che dye, 
They flouriſh onely un your eye. * 


: 
\. 
_ 


 — —_—— Acts. 0 mc _ 
* 


H I jaces John Shorthoſe 
Sine hoſe, /ine ſhooes, ſme breeches, 
Lui fuit dum vixit, ſine goods, 


On bus Miſtre. 


$ ſhe not wondrous fair? O br I ſee 

She is ſo much too ſweer, too fair for me, 
Thac I forger my flames, and every fire 

Hath caught me nor to love, but to admire : 
Juſt likeche Sun, merhinks I ſee herface, 
Which I ſhould gaze on ſtill, bur noc embrace z 
For 'cis Heavens pleaſure thac ſhe ſhould be ſent 
As pure to Heaven again, as ſhe was [enc 
\Tous: And bid us, as we hope for bliſs, 

Nox to profane her with a mortal kiſs. 

Then how cold grows my Love, and I how hot? 
O how { love her, how I love her nor | 

So doth my Ague- love torment by turns, 

And noyy it freezerh, now again it burns. 


A Sigh. 


O thou gentle whiſp'ring Wind, 
E- Bear this Sigh , and if you find 
Where my cruel Fair doth reſt, 

Caſt ic in her ſnowy Breaſt: 
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The ſ{weer Kiſſes thou ſhalt gain, 
Will reward thee for thy pain. 
Taſteher lips, and then confeſs, 

If Arabia doth pofleſs 

| Orthe Hyblahonour'd hill, 

| Sweets like thoſe char there diſti]. 

| Having got ſo, with a fee 

Do another boon for me : 

Thou canft wich thy powerful blaſt 
Heat apace, and pox fy faſt : 

Then for pity either ſtir 

Up the fire of Love in her, 

That alike both flames may ſhine, 
Orelſe quite extinguiſh mine, 


To a ſpruce and very finely deck'd Lady. 


| Till to be near, ftill to be dreft, 

| \ As hore =p co a feaſt 
Still co be ff perfum'd 
Lady, itis to be preſum'd, ; 
Though Arts hid cauſes are not found, 
Allis not ſweet, all 35 nor found; 
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3. Give me a look, give me a face, 
Thar makes ſmplicity a grace ; 

Robes largely flowing, hairs as free ; 

| Such (weer negle&t more rakech me 
Than all ch' Adulceries of Arr : 

| They pleaſe my eye, but nor my heart. 


TOTO ——E——————— — a 


The Good Fellows Song. 


I, S we went wandring all che night, 

The Brewers Dog our brains did bite, 
| Our Heads grew heavy, and our Heels grew light, 
And we like our humour well boys, 
| Andwelike our humour well. 
| 2. Our Hoſteſs then bid ns pay her Score, 
We call'd her Whore, and we paid her no more, H 
| And we kick'd our Hoſteſs our of the door, 


And we like our bnmony well boys, Ut 
And we like our bumoxr well. k 
3. And as we went wandring in the Street, | M1 


* We trod the Kennels under our feet, 

Aad fought wich every Poſt we did meet, 
And we like our humoxr well boys. 
And we likg our bumony well. 


” , 
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, * 14. The Conſtable then wich his Raff and band , 

” [Hebid us if we were men to ſtand, 
We cold him he bid us do more than We can : 
And we like our bumouy well boys, 


eAnd we like owr bumony well. 


5- Our Hoſteſſes Cellar ic is our bed, _—_ 
EZ [pon the Barrels we lay our head, 
The nighr is our own, for the Devili is dead, 

And we like our humanr well boys, 

And we like our humor well, 


-—_— 
NE I en EEE WO OTNnY th — 


Upon Faſting- 


He poor nan fafts, becauſe he has no meat 3 

The fick man faſts, becauſe he cannot eats _ 

Uſerer faſts, to encreaſe his ſtore : 

Glutcon faſts, *cauſe-he can eat no more z I 
Hypocrite, becauſe he'd be commended : | " 

Nic Sunts do faſt becaule they have offended: 5 


H 


Tee = mufininfirDnittiy; 


FN Ne wiſh'd me to « Wife thar's fair and young, 
Ori hath French, Spaniſh, and Htxlian tongue? 
Ichank'd him, but yer Pl have none of fach ; 

For I think one tongue for a Matd's roo mach : 
Whar, love you not the Learned ? yes as my life, l, 
The learned Scholar, bur the unltearned Wite. 


Re mmm EY otra 


On a Lever that would not be beloved again. Fir 


Iſdain me ſtill, cha T may ever love, 
For who his loveenjoys, can love no more: N 
The War once paſt, with peace men cowards prove, '| Wit 
The ſhipsxerurn'd do-ror upon the ſhore, 
Then frown though I ay thou arr mcſt fair, * | rea 
And till I love thee, chough I (till deſpair, : 


» As heattolife, ſo is defire to-love, ( | 
-. For theſe once quench'd:, boch life and love 
"Lec not my fighs and cearsrhy virtues move ; 
 Likebaſeſt Metal do not mel ſo ſoon, 
Langh at my woes although I ever mourn, 
Loveſarfeits with rewards, his Narſe is ſcorn. 
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i A Rural Song. 


1, FNOme Lads and Laſſes, each onerhat paſles , 
Cs around on theground 
Whilſt green che graſs is, 
For if you'l ever, with mirth endeavour 
Wich heart'and voice) rejoyce, 
| Come now or never 2 
Fir the blind Boy Lowe was canght and betray'd 
Inthe Trap that was laid 
| For the poor (illy Maid. 


- 
; | 3 Now here, now yonder, with-Gooſeand Gander, 
, '| With your Dacks, Hens, and Cocks, 
, Safe may you wander, 
i | Fcurely may you go, to the Marker to and fro, 
" [fon and Jone all arow, 
| Andaever fear the foe, 
bir the blind Boy Love was canght and betray'd 
be Trap that was latd 
For the poor filly Maid. { 


j. Sweeteſt come hirher, ler us chicher, 
|Where we'l court, and there ſporc 

| Freely together. | 
bc) H 2 We- 


" IM 
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We'l enjoy kiſſes, with other blifles, 

So come homie, when we have done, 
And none ſhall miſsus. 

Por the blind Boy Love was caught and betray 

- Tn the Trap that nas laid, 

| Fer the poor ſilly Maid. 


. 4. Overyon Bower; Jove ſcems tolowre, 
As he meant toprevenr 
Ourhappieſt hour - 
But che times treaſure, giving us leaſure 
In ſpight of Fove, for ro prove 
Our chiefeſt pleaſure, 


Inthe Trap that was laid, 
| For the poor fily CMaid. 


Por the blind Boy Love was caught and betray 4 


u > 


A Scatch Song , called Gilderoy. 


7. AS ever gricf ſo great as mine, 


That thus muſt leave my G{deroy, 
O my Benifon gang with thee. 


Then ſpeak dear Bearn, I prechee, | [the 


" For gone 1s all my joy * 
And gone is he whomT love beſt, 
My handſom Gilderoy. | 


2, In mucklejoy we ſpent our time 
Till we were both fifreeng+ 
Then wantonly he ligg'd me down, 
And amongſt the Brakes fo-green. 
When he had done what man could do, 
He roſe up and gang'd his way: 
Igare my Goon, and I followed him, 
My handſom Gilderoy. 
3, Now Gilderoy was a bonny Boys 
Would needs to'ch King be gone, 
Wich hisfilken Garterson his legs, * 
And the Roſes on his ſhoone-: 
But betrer he had ſtaid ac home 
With me his only joy, 
For on a Gallow-tree they hung |, 
My handſom Gilderoy. . 


| Gude Lord how ſore they. bottnd him, 
They carried him to Edenb'rough Town, 
| And there God wor they hung him: 


H 3 
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Good ſpeed be with you rhen Sir, the ſaid; . 


4. When chey had ca*ne this lad fo ſtrongs | 


They knit him faſt above & reſt, _ 
And I loſt my only joy, It 
For evermore my Beniſog n 
Gang with my Gilderoy, _ 
5. Wo worth that manthar made PROT Laws, Le 
To hang a man for genee,. r CAN An k | 
For neither ſtealing Ox nor Afs, © 
Or bony Horſe or Meere : 
Had not their Laws a bin fo tric, _ 
I might have got my joy : 
And ne'r had need os + a wat my cheek 
For my dear Gilderoy. 
PR Thi 
A Song'to hu CMiſt1is. & 
I, | Will not do a Sacrifice | w 
To thy face orto thy cycs: 7 
Nor unto thy Lilly palm, | For 
Nor thy breath rt wounding balm : ) 
Buc che parc to which my heart | 
In yows is feaPd; | ' My 
Is Mat Mine of Bliſs Divine © | |: 4 
Which is-.conceal'd. | Tol 


2. What's the Golden fruix to me, 
IfI may not plack the Tree « 
Bare enjoying all che reſt, 
Is but like a golden Feaſt, 
Which at need can never feed 

Our love-fick wiſhes: - * 
| Let me ear ſubſtancial meat, 

Not view the diſhes, 


Am———_ ee eee cer ne 


The Advice. 


PP for ſhame, let us 1mpprove I 
” A thouſand ſeveral ways, + yh 
Theſe few ſhore minutes ola. by love _ . 
From many tedious days. 


" ver Sy 


Whilſt you want courage to def iſe 
The 1a the of the Grave: pi 

| Forall che Tyramts in your eyes, 7 
Yourheart is bur a ſlave. | 


+ - -» 


| My love 33 full of noble pride, > vi1g 12 2dr 
' And never will fubauc | | 
| Toletchar Fop Diſcrerion ride 
That In crinmph over Wit. ; 
% H4 


Falſe Friends I have as well you, 
That daily counſel me 

Vain friv'lous trifles co purſue, 
And leave off loving thee, 


When I the leaſt belief beſtow 
© On wharſuch fools adviſe, - 
May I be dull enough to grow 
Moſt miſerably wiſe. 


pe I nn 


— 


A Vion. 


| > a Myrtle ſhade 
Which Jowe for none bitt' i2ppy Lovers made, 
I flept, and ſtreight my Love before me brought, 
Phills the obje& of my Waking thought, 
/- Undreſt ſhe came my flamits to meer, © ** 
Whilſt Love ſtrew Blowers beneath her feet: 
Flowers that ſo preſtby her became more ſweer, 


From the bright'Vifiong head, 
A careleſs vail of Lawn was Loofely ſpread : | 
+ From her white ſhoulders fell her ſhaded hair, 
Like cloudy Sun-ſhine, norco brown hor fair 3 © 
Her hands, her lips did love'inſpire{ 4/9 v@ 


Her ev'ry part my heart did fire: | 26cdy 361 


*n 


Bur moſt her eyes, that languith'd wich defire,”” © , 
WS 4 k © - . 


F 


þ 


| Aſleep or waking you muſt caſe my pain. 


Weſtminſter-Drollery. 
| Ah charming Fair, ſaid I, 
How long will you my bliſs and yours deny ? 
By nature and by Jove this loneſome Shade 
Was for revenge of (uff *ring Lovers made : 
Silenceand Shades wich Love agree, 
Both ſhelter you, and favour me ; 
You cannot bluſh, becauſe I cannor ſee, 


No, let me die, ſhe ſaid, 
Rather than loſe the ſpotleſs name of Maid -. 
Faintly (he ſpoke rods nem”, for all the while 
She bid me not believe her with a ſmile . 
Then die, ſaid I : She ſtill deny'd: 
And is ir:thus, thas, thus, ſhe cry'd, 
You uſe-a harmleſs Maid ? And fo ſhe dy'd. 


T wak'd, and ſtraight T knew 
llov'd fowell, ie made my Dream prove cruc, 
Fancy:chie kinder Miſtriſs of the two, | 
Fancy had done what Phillzs would not do. 
Abcruel Nymph,ceaſe your diſdain, 
While I can dream you-ſcorn un vain : 


The Batchelors Song. 


Tke a Dog with a Bortle faſt ty'd wo his Tail, 
Like a Vermin in a Trap,or a Thief ina Jail, | W 


Likea Tory ina Bog, Th 
Or an Ape with a Clog, + { bas 
Even ſuch is the man, who when he may go free, Kee 
Does his. Liberty loſe : 
In a Matrimony Nooſe, | 


And ſells himſdlf into Captivity. 


The Dog he doth howl when the Bortle doth. jogy 

* The Vermin, the Thief, and the Tory invain 

Of che Trap, of che Jail, of the Quagmire complain, 
But well farc poor Pug, Whi 
Por he plays with his Clog ; = | 

And though he would be rid on't rather than his life, 

' Yet he hugs it and tygs it as a Man does his Wite.. | |, 


BS. uh lb had 
Such | 

T he Batchelort $ atyr retorted. had} 

1. F Ike a Dog that runs madding at Sheep or at - 
| Cows, | 
Like a Boar that runs brumliug after the Sows, = 


?* Likea Jade full of Rancor, , 
Or a Ship without Anchor, a Of; 1 


weſtmin fer-Drellrye _—_ 


each is the Libertine whom ſenſe invites 

| Toſpend hisleiſnres 

In recoyling pleaſures, 

And prefers. Looſeneſs unto Hymens Rites: 


| 


fe, 


or 


Whereas that honeſt Tedder holds 

The Dog from ranging to the Folds; 
And the ſoft tie of fixt dcfire, | ' 
Keeps men from thar Boarith mire » 
The Bir and Reins « \ | 


The Horſe reſtrains, 
And th' Anchor ſaves 
The Ship from Waves 
Vermin ;ndeed are ofc deſerv'dly caught 
In cheir own Traps, 
Venereous Cla 
Which Healch and Wealch and Coakcinnn dealy 
bought. 


t Thoſe Felons of chemſelves-ae thiirown Jails, - 
And by ftofn Pleaſure do their fin incall ; 
ch wandring Tories in unknown Bogs, 
dad bufie Urchins are enſaf*dby Ctogs : 
But well fare that Bird, 


Thar ſweerly is heard 

To ſing in the contented Cage, 
Secure from fears, . 
And all che ſnares 


a Licentions and trepanning Age, 
3 Paſlng 


120 weſtminſter-Drollery; 
Paſſing a calm harmonious Life, 
Juſt like an honeſt Man and Wife, 


__——*O———— 


A Reply to the Batchelors Satyr retorted. 
Tke a Cat with her Tail faſt hel'd by a Peg, 


Like a gall'd Horſe in a Pownd, 
Ora Ship runa ground: 
Such is the Man, whory'd ina Nupcial 3 
With che proud Scoick, brags | 
Of his Patches, and his Rags 
And rails at looſeneſs, yet would fain' ger looſe 


Whereasthe Cat, not knowingwho vext her, 
Tooth and nail affaulcs the thing that 18 next her 3 
{ _ Andthe ſoft tye of fixt defire 
Binds the Hog to the Paradiſe of his dear Mitre : 
The Horſe frisks about, 
Buc cannot get out 3 
And the Anchor gives way 
To the boyſterous Sea. 
Husbands indeed are oft deſery'dly caught 
In cheir own Traps, 
| By others Claps, * 
Or Midwives, Nurſes, Cradlcs dearly bout. 


— ” 


Like a Hog that grantles when he's ry'd by the 


(leg, 


1 


weſtminſter-Drollery; 
Theſe Felons to themſelves are their own Jail: 
Some on-the Parith do their Bractsentail, 
| Like Tories from thir Wives and Children run, 
Defigning bur ro Dogand be Undone: 
Orelſe like Hedghogs under Crabcrees roll, 
Tobring home to their Drabs 
che A burrhen of Crabs, _. 
leg, | And then retire to their Hole. 


Bat well fare che Owl, 

Of all feather*d Fowl, 
That in the contented Tvy-buth ſings 3 

She dodders all day, 
' While the lictle birdsplay, 

Andar midnighrſheflacters her wings, 
| Hodting out her mopiſh diſcontented Life, 
'| Juſt like and honeſt man and Wife, 


© © WO ERGGONENS PR_—_ — 


| On «a Wedding. 


Ow pleaſant a thing were a Wedding , 
| a Bedding? 
Fa Man could purchaſe a Wife . rl 
| For a twelvemonth and a day? _ 
but co live with her all a mans life, Ws 
For ever and for ay, 


- Till; 


222 weſtminſter-Drollary. 
Till the grows as grey as a Car : 
Good faith, Mr. Parſon, excuſcme for that. 


The Anſwer. 


Ow honeſt a thing isa Wedding, 
| And a Bedding ? 
Ifa man but make choice of 4 virtuous Witec, 
Tolive with for aye, 
Not a month and a day) 
But to love and co cherith all days of his life, 
Till both are grown grave, rich, truictul, ard fat : 
Þ Good footh (Sir) there nceds no excuſes for chac. 


T be wiſe Ulyfles ty'd with Nuptial Bands, 


pm I 
— — ———— — —_ 0 I" "IE 


- And thu againſ# all Syrens ſafely lands __ 


MESS > 


Upm Hi Majeſtic: Piltnre drawn by « 
Fair Lady. 


£7 Our hand wich Nacure ata noble ſtrife, - * 


b Then when twice reſcu'd by a female hand. 
Fair Voucher of the Royal Head, which we owe 
Though firſt co Madam Lene, yer next to yous 


-_ 


"+2 Hach paid our Sovercigna grear ſhare of Li 4 | 
_ Strange fael that Charles did ne'r nets OA | 


ofa 


| But here yourglory much doth hers our>vie, 


| 


b 


* [Should (Charles bur for his PjRtures Piturerake. 
| is knows whac harm might from your pencil come 


| F®ire'fers triQt ſearch had ceas'd,did Crommel know 


mefloinfter- Drollery. 023, 


the us'd diſguiſe, you uſe diſcovery : 

And ſure there's-not ſo mnch of Honour ſhown 

To ſave by hiding, as by making known : 

Yer hence for you the odds do higher lie, 

thefav*d from-Deach, you from Morraliy ; 

Who in deſpight of fate can/give reprieve, wy 
And in this deathleſs Image make him hve. | 
Warwicks great worth malt quic the leaves of fame, 

There never was a make-King till you came. | 
Had Sheb4*s Queen known thus, the need not rham, 

{' had ſeen che Learned Monarch nearer home, 
Ohow Y andike would fret himſelf, by you 

Bafi'd at once 1n th* Art and Objet too! 

Natare her ſelf amaz'd, doth ſcarce yer know 

For cerrain, whether, ſhe. drew both,or you + _- 
And we, ſeeing ſo. much life in th* Image ſhown, - * 
Fear leaſt ic ſpeak, and lay a Claim to th* Crown, % 
nd th* vulgar apt to a more groſs miſtake, 


FPainting had nor been an Art that's dumb. 


4 


F 
N 
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MS, we id 
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thy-much of Charles your hand could co himſhow 
And the great Rebel would contented be © m7 
To have him murther'd in chis Effigie ; 


{{lam?” th* Preſence whilſt I ſpy him 
But | | 


Wherein he doth ſo much himſelf _ 
& 
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His Crown he may from others hands receive; 

Bur only:you Charles ro himſelf could give, 

'To berhus lively drawn, ish*6nly thing 

Could alinoſt make me wiſh my ſelf a King, 

* Goon, Fair Hand, and by a nobler Art 

Make Chayles aPrince complear in every part : 
And co the world this rare example ſhow, 


'You can make Kings, and get them SubjeRts roo, 


= 
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IFCOND PART 

BEING F 
þ Compleat Colle&ion 'of all © 
the Neweſt and Choiceſt SONGS * 


and POEMSat COURT and « 
both the THEATE Rs, | 


By the Ancber of the FIRST PART, 
never Printed before, _ 


- - 5 -” » 7 
x" by Ia , 4 iy & 5 ” $a * ud 
A , "; / £ {4 
- 
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; ances : * FHIHFTS 
MEA HSI 
!Theſe to his honoured Freind, 


the Author of this Book, upon his 
WESTMINSTER DROLLERT. 


Aving pernsd your Book,, 1 there ds find + 
| The foorſteps of 4a moſt Ingenious mind, 
. Which (traceing) I ne're left, until I came 
Unto the knowledge of the Authors Name, 
bich baving underſtood, I needs muſt ſhow 
t due reſdelt I to your Lines doe owe. 
* (Haw eaſre 33 1t for a man to know 
"Pe Songs you made fromthoſe Colleed tos ? 
"rs like Rich Vyands on 4 Table ſet, 
" Pnnites all Pallars for totaſt and eat ;, 
"PF others but garniſh are, which only ſerve 
 Tihfed a hungry ftomach,leaſt it ſtarve; | 
Pars like the Sux, when be diſplayes bis face ® 
ures, and darkens Starrs of meaner Race : 
" $5, in every thing you ſo tranſcend , 
' ot 1 conld wiſh your Drolleries ne end: 
A2 But 


= * 


) 


From $Rfentions ; and 
Ile wiſh your fam? may be as 4 YE how 
I Ms he defires, who ſpeaks himſelf» Your own. 


Ric: Mangy 
> e# 


- But lea my ourhf ul Poerry javf ro 
#1, 


} By our put offs, women rh +þ [oa © 


4 Unknowy to us away 'may [teale, .- 


" when opportunity is kind, 20113 120 'M 
\ & pounkrutgerrranjerkn a | 34:52 ai 2301 97 


To wasrwinerer 


[PROLLERY: 


{And ifr0olong the G away 


1 4 ii 
le it ML ERC I WS - 


Pp The laje-Seng at oe Dukes Hoſe. 


Ince we poor ſlaviſli women knowt : 
Our men'we cannor-pick choke. 
To himwe like, why ſay we no ? - 
We both our timeandlabour looſe; 7 | 
. ALovers Ap gk 

His Stomack's s gone for and all. - 
Orour impatient Amorous ps TY ail 2 75 birt 
And rather than ſtay for a *p 10718 9413 eg11919k 
Takeup with ls courſe ready meale, : 
a man be to:her mind, -- - obedhrart's 
©Till, till--ſhe muſt nor lerhim goe. 17 -2P/23 2138 


match ſoon made is happy ſtill, 
' For only love, __ to doe 


2 7 We eſtminſter Drollery, 2 
Dr Ow G_— marry *gainft their will, 


cup their Parents woe, -  F But 
ar s becoy, * 3 TC] 
ufesran } brats #4 *4LF(W 


For 
To.leta ran her bed injoy, Wh 
Is but a _ wench for gain. | = 
WO $1 | 2a! e 
wm | To 


= Mod Tr rt 204 h 


Oniantabutitaethe multexgior & 
By ſudgep ſparkles;Love harh blowncco fite? _/ 
No paine like ming]! ;eaule feilavith diſcontent, 
Not knowing how pleneti 2 anag Pxevent- ! * 


o 


"s TT by TO 101 » » HD MOTW 
Lucinda's eyes affection have compel d, 

nd ever fince in thraldome I have dwetr;i:: ; :24640k Þ 
etwhich is more, fhis my: ſole. delight 14ail 
Belongs uneo another mdh. Þ rightz/: o£tl: 450150 A 
897 914605 o17i6t ano i8t bf 
What tho hſbe do; 7 ra i Ws 7 
She that is fairedoth ſelgawmeprove nnkingky' i406 © [8 
he may beſo,1'le pur it to @yemure;.; 54 460! « . 
ſho tryes no Circlegrmayimiſtake the-Ganteti.: 


For joyes themſelves art pfdy:true when: < :nF|f 
Fruicion is che comfort ofa wy 5:91 vio 201 3H 
| 6 And - b 


= zo Tv 
5 


EE 


And towemtit eofoyrbmee'e deity. ih 


-  FButis diſheartned wich-a Female fie? - : de: . h; 
(When known to-moſt} they willi aeligne; 


What they doe ſeem as tq:declines,:!; 10) 
Why then ſhould 1 defiltyFte try: 41 ro8fT 


They 'ſteeme the ellos the Lefiins; 
$ WH p RD WHOA 3 il bnA 
1_—_—_—_ nn mT 
P The oubtat Git _ fironds 111 ol Vs 
25 11104 ©; 
| Thu Tune T, he New Boxy. 
5 : 3 59s} nwalT 4 
ethee Cloris tell me raF ogg 311 oil bAA 
Tal, I've been to rheo/Diſloyabz... Tir; $10mor7 
4 (In love thou know'twho: makes v0W; 71 _ 
Tis only but on trya}+; +. 21:297 line 05 
+1) [For had I found, thy found, $ 75: nv 
if | Which fir did di cover, | od 7 


Fo. [There s none ſhou'd be more kidd: 419i thee; d p oT 
7 :Þ Or halfe ſo true a Lover, | | 


"7 f Lyow'd "tis true, Ile tell you how , 

bt "With mental reſervation, 

174 To try.ifehou wouldſt keep thy. vow wil tr 

Apd find thine Inclination; 1 9nodTC 

"To Ju when T ſaw chou. pigs. © bg Wb2u? 
faith from merochanging,”- i: ! it 5131/7 Þ 

B2 why 
n | 


Why ſhoul'dſt thou blame me for the ſame 
To take my ſwing1 inranging. 


3. No Cloris know, the knack I've found 
Of this thy feigned n, 

Thou knowft my elder -brother's drown'd 
Andichinks with me mm-faſhion ; 

And likewiſe know, I've made a vow 
Toone did ne're deceive me 

VVho in the worſt of zimes ſhe durſt 
Both viſit and relieve me. 


4. Then farewell Cloris falſe and faire, 

” a like thee ev | 
Nor more will weard thy! back lock of haire, 

'Thy favouts now arecommon; | 
ButT will weare Aminta deare 

'VVithin my hearrforever, 
VVhoſe faire and kind, 'and conliant mind, 

Tocheriſh Tie endexyonr: 


m —_— _ - —_——— 
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The New. Scotcb Song. 


It tha' do'an'be me; mine awn ſweet joy, 
OThouſc quite kill meſaedit thou prove cay 5 
4 Syedit thou prove coy; and not Joove me; 
F i here fall I fiend like a can as thee. : // 


«- 


— 


"$16 'R 
Fo. 


" The ſecond Part, 


| 2, Ts'e bin at Weke, and Ise bin at Faire, 

Yet neer coo'd I find can with theeto compare :. 
| Oft have I ſought, yer ne're cood I find 

\Ean] loov'd like thee, 'gen you prove kind. 

;, Thoti'ſe ha' a gay goone, an gea fine, .. > > 
VVith brave buskins thy feet fall ſhine 707, 
VVith the fin'ſt floores thy head fall be crownd, © 
An thy pink-patticoar all be lac't round, © x 


4. VVec' ſe gangearly to the brooke ſide, 
\« {VVee'ſe catch fiſhes as they doglide, . 

* I Erry little fiſh thy priſner fall be, 
Thou'fe catch them,an T'se catch thee. "29 
+ |5. Coomtat me kifle thy cherry Lip , an praiſe”. 

Aw the fearures , a thy ſweer face, Og 
1 FThy forehead ſo ſmooth and lofty doth riſe , -. 
Thy ſoft ruddy cheeks,and thy pratty black eyes. 


16. Ife tiggby thee all che caw'd niete., 
| Thou'ſs want neathing for thy deleete ; PRI 
» | Thouſe ha” any thing, thouſe ha me , P—_ 
ure I ha Too thing thar'le pleaſe thee. 

318 | 
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6s Weſtminſter Drolley, 
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O_o men 


The Anſwer to the Scatch Song, and 
ts that T wr, | 


# > Tbby cryes to the wood, coom follow me, . 
For I'ſe have a fiene thing my *Fi/ly for thee, 
It i ike athing which T mun not rel, 
Yer I'ken Billy thow'ſe love jt well. 


2. Billycryes, wa is me, and light vary feare 
; Cauſe to his S;bbyhe cood nat come neare , 

Ar laſt he tald byr with many a greane.. 

Iſe cannot follow Sibby for meerter and, ſteane. 


, '3- Thou ken'ſt Billy, Ie loove thee weele, 

And for thy Love my Patticoat wa'd fell; 

I'ſe loove thee dearly wee'le as myneean mother , 
[Thou'ſe pull downean ſide,& I'ſe pull down rother, 


* 4+ Sibby gang'dtothe Wailtopnll it doone, 

' Billy eanthetea-ſjde came there as ſoone; 
Therthe pul'd doon the ſteane, & Billy rhe meertet; 
That of tis prarty S:bay he might be.thePeerter. 
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The 5 a Lever Win « Meek. 


1 Y . f mr ormartyone ons ore - 
Sincerime doth-trathapprove;' | vc * 


Such difference may confiſt with ftate:,:1; ci; 
In cannot ſtand withlove.. GER 6: 


5, Tix 'citheveiinning or diſtruſt; 0579 23G2t\ 


Dothi ſuch ways atlow,-:: 
The firlt is baſe, the laſt anzult; 
Let nether blemiſh/you.. . 


3, Explainewith unſuſ pitiouslooks 
The Riddles of your inind;; 

The eyes are Cupids fortune Books, | 
Where love his fate may find. 


4. If kindneſs croſſe your wiſht content, x5 
Diſmiſs it with a frown, v1} 
Fle give thee all the love is ſpent, 2:12 000 
The reitſhall be my own. 1 £4700 
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The Prologue to Witt without money + being the 4 Tha 
firſt Play ated: after the Fire, Our 


d© ſbipwrackt Paſſengers eſcape to land, ;. -— .. 
95 logk they, when on bare Beach they ltand/, 
Dropping and cold; and tlieir brit feare ſcarce 0're j | 
"Expecting famine from adeſert ſhore; | Wi 
From that hard Climate we muſt wait for bread 
Whence even the Natives forc't by hunger fied. | 
Our ſtage does humanechanice preſent ro view, 
"Burt ne're before was ſeen fo ſadly true, 
You are chang'd to, and your pretence to ſee 
, Is but a nobler name of charitie. '4 
Your own proviſions farniſh out our feaſts ./ .' 
- Whilſt you the founders make your ſelves our gueſts. [6t 
Of all mankind beſides Fate had ſome cave , my |! 
But for poore Witt no portion did prepare, 
"Ts left arent-charge tothe brave and faire. 
Youcheriſhtit, & now its fall you mourhe, J 
{Which blind unmannerd Zealors make their ſcorne, 
"Who think the fire a Judgmenr on the ſtage , -' | | 
{Which Ipar'd not Templesin ns furious rage. | 
But as our new-buile City riſes higher , 
+ Sofrom old Theaters may new aſpire, | 
: Go#ce Fate cortrives magnifitence by fire, 
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"ur great Metrbpolis Joh farr ſurpaſle ; 
What ere is now, & equald all tharwas, 
Pur Witt as far doth torreinwit excell, 
nd like 2 king ſhould in aPallacedwell; 
Jatwe with golden hopes are vainely fed, 

Talk high, and entertaine youin a ſhed : 

"Jour preſence here, fot which we humbly ſue, 
Wil grace old Theaters , and build up new. 


- 
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A Song. 


J F all the briske-dan»'s my Selina for og 
"For TI love not a woman unlefle ſhe be free; 
.  MeaffeRtion that I ro my Miſtris do pay : 
hs, [Grows weary, unleſs ſhe does meet me half way'-** - 
-- 7 [ſkerecan be nopleaſure/'rill bumours do hit, | © - 
+ hen Jumping's as good in affetion as wit. | 


- Po ſooner I came,but ſhe lik'r me as ſoone: 
1% ſooner I askt, bur ſhe granted my boon, 
Ind without a preamble, « portion or Joimer, _ 
+ PMepromis'd ro meer mezwhere e're i'de appoint her: 
*Wwe ſtruck up amatch, and embrac'd each other -_ 
thour the conſent of Father or Mother, '/* 


C, 


Ub away with a Lady that's modeſt and'coy; fu 
Dur her ends be the pleaſure that we do'enjoy; 
En Let 


4y 
"$8 
F.1 $A 


s {es —_— IS es. 
' . - 


PM, 
þ ;, 


4 


nA re eſt wi pllery, hs 
Ter ber tickle.her, fadey with fecrer:delighs;.*" wu + 
Aad refuſe all che:day; what the longs'for ar right; Ho 
I'believe my Sebna, whoiſhews ther ralltind” "* | 
To feed on dry-bones', when fleſh maybe had.” ©" 4 


TIT .T7 —coni# bo 
SM G5 oil 2 roo WS (2.8 
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ive o're fooliſh heart, and make haſt ro deſpare, 
, For Daphne regards not thy vowes nor thy prayer | — 
- Whiclplead for thy paiſion, chy paines to prolong 
— Se courts her girtar, and replyes with a Song. 

more ſball tru? lovers ſuch beantits adore, | | 
Wife ts gods ſo ſevere,” m#n would wor ſhip no matt. '( 


No more will Lwaite like a ſlave at your doore, 
Iwill ſpend the cold night at the windows no more; }-. \ 
My lungs inlong lighs Vie no-moreexhale”,- Ho 
Sance your pride 1s to make me grow ſullen & pak; | 
No more ſball Amintas your pitry implore , 
Were gods ſo ingrate men, would worſhip no mire. | 


No more ſhall your frowns & free humour perſnd | 

-, Toworſhip the Idol my fancy harh made; | Ti 
When your Sain:'s ſo negle&ed, your follies give'd ; 

Your deity's lolt, and your þeauty's. no more, »| 

No: mart ſhall trus lovers ſuch beauties adore, .\| If 

Were thi gods ſo ſevere, men would worſhip nome 


yr" 


It 


"7 | How weak are the vowes of a lover jn paine-' F 
4 | When flarter'd with/hope, ot oppreſt with diſdain; 1 
,+;] No ſooner my Daphre's bright eyes I review, 
—=\ But all is forgot, and I vow all anew, 


| No more faireſt Nymph, 1will marmer no more, 


[ Did the Gods ſeem ſo faire, men wouldever adore. 
pare, | 7 FIST 
rayer |= A Ten 
long, A Song. 
v4 i. Orin falſe ! it cannpt. be, + | 
; Let me not hear't againe, 'tis blaſphemie, 
S$hee's divine , 11 
,, Not the Shrine. -- | | | 
w7;\ Where the Veſtall flames doe ſhine . - FN 
1, | Holds out a light fo conſtant pure as ſhe. | 
pak Firſt ſhall the nights, S. #7 
Out-burne thoſe Taper lights 1A; 

"1. Which Emulate the one ey'd day; | 
te | Phebus rayes | j 
WF... * Shall outgaze 2912219 

oe Tora in his chiefeſt praiſe ; 01 38097 2004 
den; Snow ſhall burne , 33111.,210T 
ol] Foods returne eripina 208 
,” 14 Totheir Springs, Weir funerall urneg; 1441, 7 

'; E're my Corinna's conſtanty decay. 


' k 


; _ 
: "RY 


/ r2 1ftminſter Drollery, 


2. Not innocence ir ſelfe is free 
\ From'imputation ; and *rwere baſe in me, 
Where I fd 


Inaheart'of one fo kind, 
To-myure yertue with Jealouſte. 
Still do I ſtrive 
, Fo keep my joyes alive 
And vindicate Corinna's fame, 
Whilſt my breſt 
 Doth ſuggeſt 
Thoughts which violate my reſt, 
And my feares | 
Flow in Teares 
Whilſt they wound me through the eares 
- Which caft aſperſton on Corinza's name, 


\g. Tisſayd, Corinna may it be | 
Asfalſe as my affeRton's true to thee , 
Thar thou art ! 
How my heart 
Greeves ſuch terrors to impart; 
' Not what thou waſt before to mie. 
This, this, deſtroyes : 
My late triumphant Joyes @, od 
Which ſweld, when in your armes I was iritwind: 


Love's 


Love combin'd | | 


| 


| 


The ſecond Part. 
Loves beſt wreath 


You did breath, | 

You vogd tobe my love tall death | 
Sealing this | 6.744 
Withs that bliſſe, | 

Whilſt wich armes, andevery word a kils 


Our pure ſoules WEre as Our hearts combin<. | 


Laſt night I walkr into 8 grove. | 


Nong ſhady bowers to bewaile on one, P 'Þ 


There to find 
Fate ſo kind {1 i J1Þ « 
As to eaſe my penlivemind-/ | +11 94 
Or thoughts of my Corina toremove. . 
But there the Noghringalt 
Had huſht her pretty take; ©»: 1:44 
laving her ditty*s to che Oivle, - | hab 


Which niademefad- i; 1: 1 HA [rg 


And did 'adde 
Fewel to the flame I had : 
That poore1 ' 
Now muſt die 
Unleſs Corinna's conſtancy 


Tzkes off this clogg which\oyerwhelaes my Joule;) 


7 4 
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The 


1: ftminſle? roller, pas 


The Petticeate WASKe, with the After. 


your 


no fay the world i is full of holes, 


And I think 

a-chinke®: Bro 
Tunſopt ; that: were better clos 'd; | 1 teto 
Is now unſtopt that were better clos'd.” to 

To ſtop them all is more  untobuid Fuels 
That would ſee | | ron 

_ How men are inprivare diſpos'd, 
How moſt men are in ptivate diſpos' d 0124 + Þ 

"Then let him l66kefhewortdrficonghour: 1/9111 ſhy 


" Fromthe oyſter-wenchisprhe black bagg,” 
And peepe hee, 1-2 7 Mr) 2h 
And peepeviſers;!: : 1516 as 
ou'l frill find yu entchlematges A. 


XF y 
- $5; p 


The Anſwer. 9 > 1115714.w A l; 

 FURION A 

| Fomekay thewerld isfull/of pelfe; 9121 do 

- But I think ITY 
There's no Chinke 


Becauſe I have ſo lirte yy 
Becauſe IT have now ANT #2 


Ahere pockets are full, there mmefi wilt 
Bur one mnft*! © =o | M647 
Neve: traſt | © 2113 Tk yo! 09-10 10 


to be pay:;d ro'day or to morrow, 
tobe pay dro day or to Morrow Wo 
:let hint look Mew tonghoht®" At ons eel 
from the Uſarer to his beſt friend, INE) gow 
And ask here, Wo Eras 
And ask there, 
ut the Devil a penny they'1 on 


« fl 
% k 
4 a 1 
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: 


_ Irony 94 1M Pp 
"'X'SONG' wks I) 


wets that guard loves vor. : 
[oe ide our paſſions by: our owtip, ; L 


A119 
pldowne, pipe down that golden'dart' 12975 
t makes two Lovers weare one heart, 


WF" (? 


"bi ind Lie! 


Sollicite Venus that her doves 
i through their bills tranſlate their loves, 


wk! 
" 


15 Weſtminſter Drollery, 


May tech my tender lovg and 1 r that #] 


To kiſſe into a Sympathy, 


Pray Cupid, if it he no ſinne 

*Gainſt nature , forto make a twinne 
Ofour two ſoules, that the others eyes 
May fee death cozen'd when one dyes. 


If oh you Powers you canimplore 

Thus much from Love , .knaw from.your ſtore 
Two Amorous Turtles ſhall be freed __;;;..;. 
VVhich yearly on your Altar bleed. . 


" da—- 4 & 4 : 


A beautifull and great Lady died in March, 
and was buried in April. -——- 


Arch with his windath firuck 2 Cedar tall, 
Mz weeping Aprjll mournes the Cedars fall, 
And Mayintends her month no flowres ſhall bring 
Sith ſhe pzuſt looſe the flowre of all the Spring. 
Then March winds have canifed Apri/[ſhowets,, 
And yer ſad 244y, mult looſe ber owe of Rowrey 


þ 0! 


| 


» a 


1g | Indurance ſoundly caged. 
nit Hlovely lofts of Bedlam,on tubble ſoft & day 
C 


ru Wh.3" 
? ow" # 


} mn che hagg and hungry Goblin 
ſhat of your five ſound Senſes 


Chor : - Nor never ſing , any food any feeding, 


2, Of 30 bare yeares have I 


* The ſecond Part. 


To: of Bedlam, and to that Tune, 


A mockgo From a dark and diſmal ſtate, 


That into raggs would rend yee , 
All the Spiries that ſtan”; 
By the naked man {-t 
In the book of moons defend yee. 


You never be forſaken, 
Nor Travel from 
Your ſelves with Tom / | 

Xbroad to begg your Bacon, : 100 P'S 


Aoney drmk, or clothing : 
Come dame or mayd 
Be not affrayd, 

Poor Tom will in;wre nothing. 


Twice twenty bin inraged, 
And of forty bin 
Three times fifteene 


Brave 


Weſt nrinſter Drollery, 


Brave bracelets ſtrong, 
Sweet whips ding dong | 
Angd-whoifome hunger plenty. 
Chor. And now I ſing , any food,any feeding &c, 


8 


3. Witha thought I rook for mawdlin, 
And a crufeoft cockle potrage 
And a thihg thiis—-rall 
- y bleſſe you all) 
I fell into this dotage. 
I ſlept not ſince the conqueſt, 
Til then I never waket , 
'Till the Roguiſh Boy 
Of Love where 1 lay 
Me found, and ſtript me naked: 
Chor: And made me ſing, anyfoed, &c. 


4 When ſhort I bave ſhorne my Sowes face, 
And ſwigg'd my horned barrel! , 
Inan Oaken Inne, 

Doe I pawn my kin, 
As a ſuit of gilt apparel. 
The Moon's my conſtant Miſtris, 
And the lovely Owle my morrow , 
The flaming drake, 
And the night-crow ntake 
Me mulick to my forrow. 
Cher; While there T (ii any food &C. 


5. Ito 


v 


_ 


+ V 
. 


” FECOFC ”= 


5. The Palſy plagne theſe pounces, 
| WhenTI (Prigg your pigss or pullen, 
our Culvers take, 
Or mateleſle make 
| Your Chanticleare, and lullen, | 
When I want provant, with Z/xwphry T fup; 
And when benighred; | 
To hp in Pazles, 
With-walking ſoules, 
I never am affrighted. 
Chor: Bur ſtill do I ſing, ary food &c. 


6. I know more than Apollo'; 
For oft when he lyes ſleeping, 
I behold the Starrs 
At mortall warrs, 
And the wounded Wetkin weeping; 
| The Moon embrace her ſhepheard, * 
And the queen of Loye her warriour, 
Whilſt the &rſt doth horne, 
The ſtarre of the morne, 
And the next the heavenly Farrter. 


7. The Gipſy Snap, and Tedrto, 
Are none of Tow's Comrades; 


a 


Þ 1g 7 


The Punke I ſcorne; 
And the Cutpurſe ſworne, 
And the roaring boyes bravadoes. 
The ſober white, and gentle, 
 Metrace, or touch, and ſpare not 
But thoſe chat croſs 
Tom's Rhinoceros 
Do what the Panther dare not. 
Chor : Although I ſing, any food &c. 


8. With a heart offurious fancies, 
Whereof I am commander, 
VVith a burning ſpeare, 
And a horſe of Aire, 
To the wilderneſs I wander ; 


Iſummon'd am to T ourney, 
Ten leagues beyond 
Thewide worldsend , 
Merhinks it is no journey. 
Chor: Al! while I ſong , 
Any foed any feeding, 
Mony drinkor clothing, 
Come dame or mayd 
Be not affrayd 


Poor Tom will injure nothin. 


With a Knight of Ghoſts and ſhaddowes, 


Cho 


The  ſecont "art. 


The Oakermay. 
| . | 
To the Tune of Tom of Bedlam. 


1 He Starr that ſhines by day light, 
T And his Love the midnight walker, 
VVell guard Red-Jack , 
V Vith his Purple-pack 
Of right Northumbrian Auker, 
Cho: While here I ſong, 
Any marks any marking , 
Marking red or yellow , 
Come, come, and buy, or ſay ye why, 
You-deny ſo brave afellay. 


2, Full off a 10 dayes Journey 
Into the earth 1 venture , 
To ſhew bright day, 
Old Adams clay, 
From the Eong benighred center, 
[Chor : And then I ſing, any mark_&Cc. 


» & From the Rugged Ile of Orkzey, 
VVhere the Redſhanke walkes the Mariſh- 
The Not a Towne of Count 

Tothe Magog-mount, 
| Nota Village Ham or pariſh, 
. Chor - But then I ſing any marks &C. 
. C43 


4» The 


4 


22 Weſtminſter Drollery, 


4. The Curtaild Curr and Maſtiffe , 
With this Twig I charm frgm barking, 
From Packhorſe fete, 
And wells in-ſtreer, 
I preſerve your Babes wich marking. 


5. The Blank denier, and Stiver, 
To Gold I turn with wearing 
And a {tx-penny por, 
For a ſcarlet groat 
Eedie fills me without ſwearing. 
Chor : While 1 do ſing any mark KC. 


6. Belides the Mort I marry'd, 
With whom1I ſometimes ſlumber, 
*'Tway loves hayel, 
And one ligg by , 
So we are fve in number, 
Chor : And we ao ſing any marke &c. 


7. Not one of all my Doxyes, 
So fruitleſs is or ſterril, 
But breeds young bones, 
| And marking {tones 
@_ To your Poultreys further perril. 
Chor : When they frall meg any marke GC 


Chor: While there 1 ſing ; Any marks &c. 


8g. Will 


The ſecond Part. 


{ Will you red-ſtones have to. Tawny 
Your Lambskins or your weathers', 
Will ye Bole as good;'' 
For a flux of bload, | 
} As the fume of Capons feathets, 
Y : Of theſe I fing any mark $&c. 


j. Will you Lead th Pounce your paintings, 
Any Peakiſh wherftones will ye, 
will ye - » !y Blewes, 
Or Ceruſe uſe, 
| That ſcornes to wooe the Lilly. 
Chor: Of what I ſing, any marks Sc. 


10. The Belgian does-not ſcorfe me, 
Nor I the Ethiopian, 
I am both one. man, 
To the American, - 
And the white and faire European. 
Chor: Although 1 ſing any mark &c. 


. 
11, The fiery Mars his Minion, 
By the Twilight might me follow; 
In a mornrng Scene, 
To the Mornings Queene, 
She might take me for Apollo. 
Cho # Bur that 1 ſing, any mark,&C. 
| C 4 


24 Veſtmmſprter Dro 


72. But as diſdain'd of fortune, 
Diſdaine I ſhift and ſharking, 
_ Nolovesbuttheſe., 


#- 
AAarkzng red or yellow / * 
Come ,come ,and buy, 
Or ſay you why, 
You deny ſo brave a fellow. 


CC 
—- 


Old Soldters. 


#(); old Soldiers the Song you would heare, 

- JAnd we old Fidlis have forgot who they were 

But all we remember ſhall come to your Eare, 

Chor: That we are Old Soldiers of the Queens , 
And the Queens Old Soldiers. 


2. With an old Drakethat was the next man, 
To old Franciſcu (who firſt it began) 
To faile through the Streights of Magellan 


) 


Chor: Like an old Soldier &C. | 


« The ſecond Part. 25 . 


3, That putthe Proud Spaniſh Armado to wrack, 
And Travel'd all ore the old world, and came back 
In his old Ship; laden with,Gold and old Sack, 


| Chor : Like an old &c. 
{ a 


4. With an Old;zGand:f that ſeconded him, 

| And taught.his ol&Safles the ſame paſſage to ſwim, 
And did them therefore with Cloth of Gold Trinz, 
Like an old &C. : 


5. With an old Rawleigh that twice and agen, 
—- | Saild over moſt part ofthe Seas , and then 

| Travel'd all ore the old World with his Pen, 

| And an Old &c. #1 | 


With anold 7obhn Norreys the Generall 

That at old Gaunt made his fame Immorrail, + 
In {;tght of his foes with no lofſe atall, a 
Like an old Soldier &C. Y' 


+ 4 


N, 
4 


{ 7. Like old Breſ#-fort an Invincible thing, (King; 
:*þ VVhen the old Queen ſent him ro help the French 
Took fromthe proud foe to the worlds wondring, 
As an old &c. 


VVhere 


26 Weſtminſter Drollery, - 


' Where an ofd ſtout Fryer as goes the ſtory, 
Cameco puſh'a Pike with him in vain glory, 


But he'was almoſt ſent ro his own Purgatory Whc 
By this old fouldier &c. To't 
| Like 


With an old Ned Noyreys that kept Oftend, | 


' Aterrour to foe,anda refuge to freind, | Vi 
And letr it Impregnable to his laſt end, Of i 
Like an old Souldier &C: | *y 

el 


That in the old uafortunate voyage of all, 
Marcht ore the old Bridge, and knockt at the wall VV 


Of Lisbor the Miltris gf. Portugall, | The 
Like an old ſouldjer NC; : -" 
| n 


With an old To»: Norrtys by the old Queen ſent, 


Of XMeunſter in Ireland Lord Preſident, VV 
Where his dayes and hisbldgd in her ſervice he ſpent; Int 
"Like air old ſouldier &c,. ' ps 


Sib an old Harry Norreys inbattel wounded 
In his Knee, whoſe Legg was cur off, and he ſed | 
You have ſpil'd my Dancing, and dyed in his bed. .: {. V 
An old Souldier &C. | As 


with 


The ſecond Part, 


With ati old Will Norreys the oldeſt of all, 
Who went voluntary without any call, 
To'th old Irifb Wars to's fame Immortall, 
Like an old Soldier &c. . 


VVith an old Maximilian Norreys the laſt 
Of fix old-brothers, whoſe fame the time paſt 
Could never yer match, nor ſhall future time waft. 


He was an old ſoldier &c. 


— 


C1 
| VVithan old Dick Wenman the firſt (in his prime) 
That over the walls of 01d Cales did climbe, 

And therefore was Knighted,and liv'd all his time, 


An old ſouldier &c. 
| (thrown, 


VVith an old Nando Wenman when Breſ# was ore- 
t; [Intoth' Aire,into th' Seas with Gunpowder blown , 
Yet bravely recovering, long after was known, 

Ai old ſonldier &c, 


VVith an old Tom: Wenman, whoſe braveſtdelight 
\ 4 VVas ina good cauſe for his Country to hight, » .. ; 
Anddycd in Treland a good old Knight. 

Afd an old ſouldier $&C; 


VVich 


| 7J Weſtminſter Droliery, 


- oþ. Shs 

Le .| No, 

VVich a yonngs Ned Wenman fo valiant and bold; ©? ofpy 

inthe warrs of Bohemia; as with the old Iſh 
D?ſerves for hi$ yatout tobe Inrold, - 


An old &c. 


And thus of old Soldiers hear ye the ſame, ar 
But never fo many of one houſe and name, 
And all of old fo» Lord IVilliams of Thame, 
Chor: 41 01d Souldier of th: Dreens : Fo 

And th: © ueens old Soldeer. 
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A woers Expoſtulation. 


f, Ll day doT lit inventing, 
V'Vhile I live ſo lingle alone, 
VVhich way to Wed to my contenting , 
And yet can reſolve upon none. 
Fheze's a wench whoſe wealth would inrich me, 
Sh; Burt ſhe not delights me ; 
here's anothers eyes do bewitch me , 
But her faſhion frights me. 
He that herein | 
Has a traveller bin 
And at length in his Longing ſped. 
VVhat ſhall I doe, 
Tell mewho TI jhall woe, 
For I long to be luſtily wed. 


2. Shal t | 


F, - . 


+, Shall I with a VViddow marry; 
| No,no, ſhe ſuch watch will beare 
* Tofpy bow my ſelfe I doe carry, . 

{ I ſhall always live in feare. 

hall Ito a maydbe a wooer, 

; Maydensare loy'd of many, 
owing not to whom to be ſure, 
Are unſure to any. 
| Marry with youth, 

There 1s love without truth, : 

For-the young cannot long be juſt, | _ 
| And Ageif prove, | 
2 There 1s truth without Love, 
For the Old are too cold to Luſt. 


The Reſolution. 


' Dye:when as 1 do not ſee 
Her,who is my lite, and all to me 
{ nd when I ſee her then bdye 
Ih ſeeing of her cruelty, 

*þ Sothat to me like miſery is wrought, 

Both when [fee ,and when I ſee her not. 
Þ. Shall I in filence mourn and grieve? 
| VVho filent ſorrowes will relieve ? 
[{nſpeaking not my heart will rend, 
4d ſpeaking I may her offend, 


30 eſtminſter Drollery, 


So that 'twixt Love and death my heart is fot 
With equall darts, ſpeak 1, or ſpeak I not, ** 


. Since life and death is in her Eye, 
her I not behold, I dye; 


Tie chuſe the leaſt of two ſuch ills; 
Though both be hard , this is the eaſier lot, 
Todye and ſee, than dye and ſee ber not. 


+ Yet when I ſee her I ſhall ſpeak, 

For ifI ſpeak not , heart will break, 

And if I ſpeak I can but dye, 

Of ewo ſuch 1l]s rhe leaſt i'ſe trye , 
Who dyes unſeenor damb is ſoon forgot, 
T le ſee and ſpeak ther, dye , or dye I ne: 


O_o — ” I— 


Love, himſelfe ty Lovuc 


I. S in May the little god of love 

A Forſook hjs Mothers roſy rel? 

Fo play, to wanton, and to rove 

_ His quiver where it pleas'd him beſt. 
| VVanting ſport 

In idle ſorr, 


And ifT look on her ſhe kills, | | 


Anc 


Os id 


0! 


| 


; 2, In ſad Teares he to his mother pray'd 


The ſecond Part. 


An arrow where he could not tell 
From himglanced, 
So it chanced 

Love thereby in Love befell. 


(to ſeek his ſhaft ) ro lend him eyes, 
VVhich ſhe grants : a bright and lovely 
Love taking up his dart eſpies; 

But poore lad 
He better had 
Neer ſeen at all, then now too well, 
For being ſtrook, ; 
VVith her faire look 
Love himſelfe in love befel!. 


3. She too true a chaſtity embrac'd , 
And from Loves courtſhip , and bis more 
Nicely-fHew , but when his houre was paſs'd 
His forrow with his fight waz gone. 
VVith us ſwaines, OY 
She now remaines 
And every ſhepheards boy cap tel, 
This is ſhe 
That love did ſee 
VVho ſeeing her in love befell. 


Weſtwinſter Drollery , 
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4. Some thus wiſh, that Love had never ſhot, 
(That thereof with him feel rhe woe ) 
Some diſpute that Love a God is not, 
And think that beauty beares the bow, 
Since this mayd, 
VVithout his ayd, 
Doth her beholders all compel] , 
Now to fall 


Into that thrall 
Þ here Love himſelſ in Love befel!. 


5. Simple Swaines could wiſh their eyes were blind 
For in her ſpeech and every grace, 
Are ſuch chaines to captivate the mind, 
They love her that ne're ſaw her face. 
Liking lyes 
Not all in Eyes, 
Nor Charmes in Cheeks do only dwell, 
Love had power, 
But fgr an houre, 
To ſee,and ſo in love befell. 


6. Since in troope of many wretched men 
I her inchanting looks ſurvay'd, 

| Though I droop, I languith, yet agen, 

To lee, and yetto ſee affrayd. 


C 


| no 
dit. 


 Withfame, where love in love befell. 


-[AGirle as any gay 


And on her other palme 


- The ſecond Part. 


But O why, 
With ſhame ſhould I 
Conſume far whatlT love ſo well; 
Firſt Ile iry 
Her love, and dye 


—__ CCL Le I SD eo i DS rs I LE At 


7 be Matchlefſe Maid. 


1 A Midſtthe merry May, 
When wantons would a playing, 


That had no mind a Maying, 
By a cleare 
Fountain brim, | 
, Shedding teares, 
Shaming him, 
Sate, and ſaid, are all they 
With their Mates gone to May, YW 
Andona Sun-ſhiny day | 
Muſt I be caſt away, 
0, todye a Maid. 


2. One hand ſke laid to calme 
Her breſt that ever panted, . 8 


| Mer deny Check ſhe planted, 


LY 
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All a loft 
Covered ore | 
With the ſoft ſilks ſhe wore, 
And underneath a bed 
Of Zillyes had ſhe fpred 
Whereon ſhe was, ſhe ſed 
Fully determined 
O todye a Maid. 


3. Is't love, quoth ſhe,or lot, 
Whoſe fault I amnot mated ? 5. B 
Has Cupid me forgot, | 
Will fortune have me hated? A 
O ill men 
Though ye be 
Fewer then 
| Wretched we; 
Muſt I needs be one, x 
For whom there mate is none, 
Noneneed her death bemone 
(Than) that was borne alone, 
O,todye a Made. 


4. Andſointo a fwound 

She fell, and ina trembling 

Fell I, when as I found , | 
A maid , & nodiſſembling ; | 


The ſec oud Part, 
To her quick 
Did I ſepp, 
Felt hee thick: 
Pulſes leap, 
Brake her blew Belt in twazge,:. 
Into her cheeks agayae, ' 
Kiſt that Vermiliopiſtaia, . . -, . 
Nature did ne're ordaine« _,... 
O redys a Maids 


5. But like to him that wrought 
- A facethat him Inchanted, 
And life for it beſought, -_ 
Which Cytherea gramed, 
| Fared I 
(fool) that ſhould 
Let her dye 
*'T When ſhe would. 
For with that ſoul ſhe brought, ' - - 
Back from the ſhades ſhe ſoughe, 
Am I now deeply caught | 
In love, that everthought 
| 7 0 ro die 6 Maid. 


D 2 One 
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One and his Miftris a dying. 


1.C Hall we die, 
Both thou and I, 
And leave the world behind us; 
Come I ſay 
And lets away, 
For no body here doth mind ns. 


2. Why do we gape, 
We cannot ſcape 
The doom that is aſfign'd us; 
When weare in grave, 
Although we rave , 
There no body needs to bind us. 


3. The Clark ſliall ſing, 
The Sexton ring, 
And old wives they ſhall wind us, 
The Prieſt ſhall lay 
Our'bones in clay, | 


And no body there ſhall find us. 


4. Farewel-wits, 
And folly's fits, 
And griefs that often pin'd ys; 


i 


\Mar 


| When we are dead s 
VVe'l take no heed 
ſhat no body ſays behind us. 


5. Merry nights, 
And falſe delights 
, ye did bur blind us; 
.VVe muſtto mold , 
Both yo and old, 
[no body's left behindus. 


ated Y 
- 0 © Ir" _— -- © ——__ 


: helena benno a-many (in Gar-,; 
tiſon ) and his wife (with her com- 
pany ) ſtorming Without. - 


--- 


The Tune The Devils Dream. 


Man. Ark, hark; the Doggs do back, 
H My Wite is coming in 


With Rogues and Jades, 
And roaringblades, 
They make a devilli din. 


D 3 
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Wemay. 2. Knock, knock, hier ah 
The Watch will come anvrt; 
And then ſhall wee 
All be free -* | 
Of the Gate houſe every os: 


"= Fan. 3. Hold, hold; whd {5 tht fo 61d 
| That dares to force my doors, 
i... uni Here t5 n6.r60me 
| For ſuch a ſcum _ 
Of arrant Roghes and Whores. 


Wobhbr) ' '. Sre, See; this Cuckold he 
es to letus in, 
Let's force the houſe, 
Drink arid catobſe, 
And make him ſit and ſpin: 


{T1 "> 


| Man. $5: &o, ſo, I'me lad I know 
| Your mind, I will provide ; 
" A Bride-well. Bunne - 
-«}, For cycry one', 
Ani lodging there beſide. 


Woman, 6. Run, Run Jets all be con, | 
-++4.71 The Watch4s coming by, 


The (econ Per..- 
They bid "ein tand, 


Away they ran. 
As faſt asthey could hey, 


Wor. 7. Watch, watch, I prethee catch 

Some of rhat fying crew, 
Heres money for ye, | efogl\h 
They for it tarry, —_—_ 

Mean while away hep flew. -' i 


A Late Poem by 4 Perfonef qualigs 


Hat dire AſpeRs wore the inraged akie | 
At the curſt moment of my birrty: O why 
hid envious Fate prolong my loarhſome age, 
fince-all mankind , yeaall rhe Gods ingage 
*Hobend their never-cealing ſpight on me alone, 
ln I the center of their envy grown? 
. JmTIthe man 
' [0nwhom. they alltheir venom'd weapons ny 
Made for rheir ſport, and mankinds mockery;, 
Orwas't ye Gods that you did mecreate- . - 
JOnly to make me thus unfortunate? - © 14 1 5 
by ( on I owe aveing co {ome other powers 1! : 155 
y'] make me able to deride all yours?- 


k 


35 
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0, 
[L0G theſe —_ mo Yle obnzine 
A power to itay your deem'd eternall reigne, 
T'le raviſh Natnre from which rape ſhall Gans 
A Race,ſhall ruine your ill guarded throne; 
Rocks, hills, and mountaines; wee'l fling at the 
Whole torne up Regions in Joyes face ſhall fiy. 
Zee draive the Seas 
hills of water , quench the angry ſtarrs; 
we put an nd to theſe juſt wars, 
mauered Gove ſhall learne ro obey, 
orepowerfull ſhall his Scepter ſway; 
eavens fo their firſt ſource ſhall then recurne,, 
Earthto her Autumnal being run - 
And ſtaBborne mankind Iwill new create : 
On all 'I will impoſe new lawes of Fate; 


—————— 


On Women: 


Omen are call'd Eves, 
Becauſe they came from Adams wite, 

 Purto#b, and they are Theeves , 

They rob men of a merry life, 

Put [sto Eve, and then they're Evils, | 35 

Put d before evills; and then they are Devils $ & 4 


Devils. 


| AndthusourEves are made theeves,& theevesathvilk || 
- Andangry Women are a thouſand times we oy batt | 


The ſecond Part. 
F\ The Valentine. 
l A) youtbfull Jay pur oh his beſt 
L Attire to uſher morne, 
And ſhe to _- her glorious gueſt 
her faire ſelfe adorne; 
did I rife, and hid mine eyes 
%, of I went-through the freer, 
- Plaſt Iſhould one that I deſpiſe 
Before a fairer meet; 


Was], 
Think you fo nice ahd fine; 
ne;. Well did I wot, 
Who wotts it not; 
It was St _m_ | 0 
| 2. In fields by Phebas great with young 
of Flower's and hogefull ov? as | 
Reſembling thou ghts that freſhly ſprung 
In lovers lively bloods, 
A dam'ſel faire and fine I ſaw, 
So fair&and finely dight, 
jp As put my heart almoſt in aw 
To attempt a mate ſo bright : 
=—_O, 
Why fo, 
y Her purpoſe was like mine, 
evils | And readily, 
dan} She faid as I; 
Au4 - Good morrow Valentine, 


. 


XX 
ab H.” 
Ig 

4® 


And why w- ky 
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$. AFaire of love we kept a while, 
. She for each word I faid 
Gave me rwo ſmiles, and for each fail e 
E her two kiſſes pay'd. 
The Violet made hait ro appear 
To be hec boſome gueſt, 
With ficlt Primroſe that grew this year 
F purchaſt from her breſt , 
| To me, gave ſhe, her golden lock for mine; 
My ring of Jet , 
For her Bracelet, 
T gave my Yalentine. 


$. Subſcribed with-a line of love, 
. My name for her I wrote; 
In fitke formeher name ſhe, wove, 
VVhereto this was her mot-- 
As ſhall this year thy truth appesr 
{ - Tſtill my dear am thine: 
Your mate to day, and Love for aye, 
fyou ſo ſay , was mine. 
V'Vhile thus,on us, each others favours ſhine , 
No more have we to change, quoth thez , 
Now farewell YValentine. 


5 Alas,faid I, let freinds not ſeeme 
" Between themſelves ſo ſtrange, 


Fhe 


f 


1 e jecond Part; -- 
TThe Jewels bothwe dear'ſt eſteeme 
{| You know are yet tochange: 

She anſwers no, yer ſmiles as though 
Her tongue her thought denyes; 
YVhorruth of maidens mind will know, 
'. | Muſt feek it in her Eyes. 
Sheblaſhe, 
1 wiſht, 

Her heart as free as mine, 

She ſight and ſware, 
 Inſooth youare 
Too wanton Yalentine; 


6, Yet I ſuch ſurther fayour wor) 
By ſuit and pleaſing play. , 
She vow' d\what new was left undone, 
Should finiſht be jn May. | 
And though perplex'd wich ſuch 5 ng 
As more augments delire , 
Twixt preſent griefe, and, pr omis'd Joy4. $37 
I from my Mate retire: bt 
| It ſhe 
| Tome | 
Preſerve her vowes divine 
And conſtant troth; 
She ſhall be both 
My Love aud Yaleprine, 
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O# Thirlts and Phillis. 


> Gags Thir(is the ſhepheard, that wont was t0 
So delightfull flocks and faire, (keep 
Sers ey<s upon Phillis, and lets go the Sheep 
To wander he knows not where. 
Fhe cropping of Lillyes, 
Was as became Phillis, 
That feem'd with her brow to compare; 
He tuning of Verſes, 
Was as became Thurſss, 
That more did her beauty declare. 


2.Why lik'{tchou thoſe lowers that arc not likethee, 
Thou art far more freſh and gay, 
Or if thou lov'ſt Lillyes, why lov'{t thotinot me 
That am Love-fick and pale as they ? 
Thy boſome faire #h1ll;s 
Yeilds lovlyer Lillyes 
Surpaſling the Gs of thoſe, 
Whoſe beauty ſo pierces 
The poor heart of Thirſss 
That theſe more reſemble his woes. 


F 


Fo: 
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; Art thou a Shepherdeſs, and yet too good 
For a Shepheard+to be thy mate ? 
fwanton opinion, or pureneſſe of bod, 
Doth mak#E thee diſdaine thy eſtate, 
Let Thirſs pluck Lillyes, 
And feed flocks for Philts 
For her love his duty to ſhow, 
Whilſt Phillis rehearſes, 
The Poclies of Thirfss 
ln his love her beauty ro know. 


4 If Coridons jealoufie cannot admit 
Young Thirſis his rival to be, 
Thy heart 1s too young to beſingular yet, 
And too old tobe lov'd is he. 

Then try what the skill is 

Of young men faire Phillis 
Ere age thon doſt {imply retaine; 

If any love plerces 

Thee deeper rhan Thirſs, 
Let Thirſis love Phillis an vaine, 


| 5. Thus Thirf7s went, on. but Phiil;s more wile 
Conceales the delight ſhe find, 

For women their likings have skill to diſguiſe, 
But men cannot maſque their minds. 
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He mounts where the hill is, 
"The proud hill where Phill:;, 
Is wonted to reſt with her ſheep) 
And with his lock Thirſss, 
So ſeldome converſes, F 
We think he with Phils; doth keep. 


=” Sons. 


:,"J" O loye thee without Rattery were alin, 
Fe thou art all Inconſtancy within, 
Thy heart is govern'd only by thine Eyes, 
The neweſt objeQtis thy richeſt prize , 
Love me then juff as I love thre , 
That's "till afairer Icanſee. 


2. Thatethisconſtant doating on a Face, 
Content ne're dwells a week in any place; 
Why then ſhould you and I love one another 
' Longer than we can our fancy ſmother, 

Love me then juſt as 1 love thee , 
That"; 'till afairer I can ſee. 


{ 


) 


41 
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The fecond Part. 
A Song. 


I ' 7 Hen Thirſss did the ſplendid Eye | | 
vV Of Phillis his faire Miltris fpye, 

Was ever ſuch a glorious Queen 

Said he, unlefſe above, rwere ſeen. 


2. Faire Phillis with a bluſhing azre, 

Hearing thoſe words became more faire, 

Away ſays he,you need not take | 

freſh beauty , you more fair to make.  -- 

3, Thenwitha winning ſmile and looke,.. :' ., . 
fis candid flattery ſhe took; SW" 

Oftay, ſayd he, *tis done I' vow, 


{Thirſes is captivated now. 


_— w—_— — —— — 


A catch for three Voices, mad: from a true Story. 


I, Knot of good fellowes were making mo2Re, 
Their meeting was ſpoild, their pig was g0n. 
Whee,quoth a Frenchman to Joan, its dark, 


Hark there,cryes Momnſcir, Pig,weel make fim pork; 
caught him,& fiuck him,wee* wee',whar you do . 


we you like the mother of the meaz'ld ſow? 
| | Begar 


"4 
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Begar me no Bacon, you Engliſh dogge, 
Weeh,weeh,youraskall Frenchman ,wee'l dreſſe you 
(like a hogg? 

They kept ſuch a weehing that home came the Pigg, 
Which made them all dance, and drinke as l6ng a } 

(they could fwig, \ 
They cry the Mounſeir pardon , & forth let him pal: 
No morefor a Pigge , but now for an Aﬀe. 


A Catch of 3 Parts. Tt 


1. & Y Miſtrifs will not be content to take a Jeſt, |. - 
meana Jeſt as Chaucer meant: | 

But foll owing ſtill the Womens faſhion , | 

Allowes it, allowes it, in the laſt tranſlation; | 

For with the word ſhee'l not diſpence, 

And yet,and yet,and yet, I know ſhe loves the ſence. 


On Loyalty in the Cavaliers. With 


x, E that is a cleare 
Cavalier 
ye Will not repine, 
Although his fortune grow 
So very low 
That he cannor ger wine, 


eſt, 


ence. 


The ſecond Part. 


Forrune 1s a Lals, 
She will embrace, 


And trait deſtray; 
Free-borne Loyaltie 
* Will ever be, | 
\ Sing Vive le Roy. 


Chorus. 


ertue is her ajzyn reward,and fortune is a Whore, 
There's none but knaves and fools regard 
fer, or do her power implore. 
A reall honeſt man, 
Might a'bin utterly undone, 
To ſhew his Allegiance, 
His love and obedience; 

Honour will raiſe him up , 

And ſtill praiſe him up, 

Virtue {tayes him up, 
{ Whilit your Looſe Courtiers dine 
ſich their full Bowles of Wine, | 

Honour will ſtick to it faſt; (nourmove; 

d be that fights for love , doth in the way of ho- 
ſe that is a true Roger,and hath ſerv'd his King, ' 
Akhough he be a ragged Souldier, 

Whilſt thoſe that make ſport of us, 

May become ſhort of us, 


Pe will flatter e'm , and will fcatter e'm, 
riune | 


E Whit 


4 5& 
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Whilſt that Loyalty 
Waits on Royalty, 

He that waits peacefully, 

May be ſucceſsfully 

Crown'd with Crowns at laſt. 


2. Firmly let us then 
Be honeſt men, 

And kick at fate, 

.- 'We ſhall live to ſee 


 VYValuedatahighrate. 
--» He that bears a word 
+ Oraſword, 
[Gainſt the Throne, 
Or doth prophanely prate 
To wrong the State, 
Hath but little for his own. 


Chorus. 


AVhat though the Plumes of painted Players, 
Bethe proſperous men , 
Yetwee'l attend our own affaires, 
Whenwe come to'r agen. 
Treachery: may be fac't wich light, 
And teachery lin'd with furre, 


4 net" A 


Fac 


The ſecond Part. . 


- 'ACuckold may be made a Knight, 
'Tis fortune de le, gar; ©. 
But what is that to us boyes, 
| | Thar nowarc honeſt men? | 
Wettsonquer and came agen, | 
Beat up the drum agen, | 
Hey for Cavaliers, 1304 24K 
Joy for Cavaliers, | 
Pray for Cavaliers, 
Dub a dub dub, 
Haye at old Belz,cbub » | 
Olver ſtinks for fear. 
Fift-Monarchy mult down-boyes 
 Andevery Se in Town, 
Wee'l rally, and to't agen, 
Give 'em the rout agen, 
When they come agen, 
Charge'em home agen, 
Face to the right about ,antararara, 


This is the life of an tongſ poor Coralir ' 


. 
. 

*/ < 
* wv 
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The Irifh footmans, O hone, 


b. Ow Chree'ſ{t me ſave, 
Poor Iriſh Knave, O hone, O bone, 
Round abour , (au 


The Town throughout, hit 
Is poor Shone gone, led 
Mayſter to find, Þrac 
Loving and kind, or 
But Shoxe to his mind js ne're the neare, po 
Shone can find none here , | 
Which makes him cry for feare jp. G 
| O hone,O bone, lake 
Shone being poore, 
Him's foot being fore, [do 11 
For which hee'} no more mth 
Trot about, ( 
To find mayſter out , lake | 
Fait Fle rather go without Andcry O honr, + 
2. I was ſo croſt,  Vth 
That I was forc't, thor 
To go barefoot, Jolea 
With ſtripes to boot, ere t; 
And no ſhooes none thin 
Nill Engliſh-could I ſpeak, [* con; 


My mind for to break, | lis cc 


The ſecond Part. 53 


id many langht to hear the moane I made; 
And Ilike a tyr'd Jade, 
That had no worke nor Trade ; 
Bus cry'd O hone. 
"Cauſe Church to go, 
hither I'de or no, 
ledye or do (o, 
Grace a Chreeſt; 
or I love Popiſh Preeſt , 
poor Catholick thou ſeeſt , © hone, O hone. 


). Good honeſt Shone, 
ike NO more moane, 
For thy loſt, 
dointend, 
vnthing to ſpend 
On Catholicks thus crot 
lake this ſmall gift, 
zoe, Od with it make a ſhift, 
d be not thou bereft; 
lt thy mind ; 
though he was unkind, 
Joleaye thee thus behind, To cry O hone. + 
ere take this Beer, and withit make good cheere, 
| m_ for thee too deare, ſo a due, 
conttant {till and true, 
lis country do not rue, Nor cry O hone, 


Ard] E 3 . 4. Good 


_ 
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4. Good Shentlemen , 
'That do intend, 
To help poore Shoze at's need, 
My Parron here, 
Has given me Beer, 
And nicat whereon to feed, 
Yea and moneys too, 
So I hope rhat you 
Will do as he did do, 
For my relicte, 
To caſe my pain & griete. 
He eat no powder'd beef, 
What e're enſue. 
But I will keep my faſt, 
As Idid in times paſt, 
To get more ſtomack for my hungry throat, 
And when for friends I ſought, 
They call'd me all te're naught 


ee 


Song . 


Went to the Tavern , and then, 
I went to the Tavern, and then, 
T had good ſtore of VVine, 

And my cap full of coyne 


And the world went well with me then, then, 


_ And the world went well with me then. 


The ſecond Part. 


, Iwent to the Tavern agen, 
' Where I ran on the ſcore 
| And was turn'dout o'th* door, 

| | And the world went ill with me then then,&c. 
\ 

; When I was a Batchelor then 

Thad a Saddle and a Horſe, 

And I took my own courſe, 

And the world went well with me then then,&c. 


k, But when I was marry'd, Othen 
My Horſe and my Saddle 
VVere turn'd to a Cradle, 
And the world went ill with me they,then, &c. 


ſ. VVhen Ibrought her home avony, then 

She never would pout , 

But clip me abour, 

_ And the world went well with me then then, &e. 


$. But when IT was drunk, O then; 

She'd kick, ſhe'd flmg, 

| Till ſhe made the houſe ring, 

And the world went itl with me then;ghen &C. 


E 4 7, $0 
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7. SoIturn'd her away, and then, * 
I got me a Miſs, 
To clip and to kiſs, He: 


And the world went il, &c. 


| As 
$8. But the Pariter came,and then Iny 
I was call'd to the Court, Fat 
VVYherel pay'd for my ſport, 
And the world went it &c, 
9. Itook my Wife home agen, " 


But I chang'd her note, 
For I cut her throat, 
- And the world went well with me then,&c, 


1O. But when it was known, O then, «1 
In a two-wheeld Charret, Ati 
To Tiburn 1 was carry'd, Iftl 


And the world went ill, &c. 


bl 


Cor 
11. But when I came there, O then, Thy 
They forc't me to ſwing. Toy 


To heaven in aſtring, 
And the world went well with me then,then , | Th 
And the world went well with wethen, | At 


The 1 


&c, 


0, 
"ON, 


He Moon in her pride, 
W! Once glanced alide 


Her eyes, and eſpied 


The day; 
As unto his bed , 
In waſtcoat of red, 
Faire Phabus him led 
The way; 
Such changes of thought, 
In her chaſticie wrought. 
That thus ſhe beſought rhe boy, 
O tarry , 
And Marry 
The Starry Diana, 


That will be thy Jem, and Joy. 


2. I will be as bright 
Atnoon as at night, , 
that may delight 

The day; 
Come hither and joine 
Thy glories with mine, 
Together wee'l ſhine 

For aye. 

The night ſhall be noon, 
Andevery moon 


4 As pleaſant as June 
The | 


Or AAay . 


The ſecond Part. 
The Moons Leve. 


O tarry and marry &C. 3. Els 
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3, Enamour'd of none 
I live chaſt and alone, 
Though courted of one , 
Some ſay , 

nd true if it were 
frivolous feare 
Let never my dear 

Diſmay, 
Fle change my opinion, 
And turne my old Minion, 
he Sleepy Endimion 
i3F Away, 

O tarry and marry, &E. 


4. And but that the night, 
Should have wanted her light 
'Or lovers in ſight ' 
Should play, 
Or Phebas ſhould ſhame 
To beſtow ſuch a dame 
CVVith a dow'r of his flame) 
On a Boy, 
Or day ſhould appear , 
Eternally here, 
And night otherwhere, 
The day 


C: 


| The ſecond Part. 
Had tarry'd, 
And marry'd, 

| The ſtarry'd Diana, 

| And the been his Jem and Joy. 


\ 


CI et mm ae. 


— — — _— _ 
UA ns OO —— — 


On Dulcina. 


I, A S at noone Dulcina reſted, 


In her ſweet and ſhady bower, 


Came a ſhepheard and requeſted, 
In her lapp to fleep an houre; 
But from her look, 
| A wound he took 
| So deep, that for a farther boon, 
The Nimph he prayes, 
| VVhereto ſhe fayes , 
Foregoe me now, come to me ſoone, 
2. But in vaine did ſhe conjure him, 
To depart her preſence ſo, 
Having a thouſand tongues to allure him, 
And bur one to bid him go. 
V Vhere lipps inviee, 
Andeyes delight, -- 
And cheeks as freſh as roſe in /zne, 
| Perſwade to tay, 
VVYhat boots her ſay, 
Foregoe me now, come to me ſoon, 


3, VVords 
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| t OO” Tho 
| Words whoſe hopes might have injoin'd 
Him to let Dualcina ſleep, 
Could a mans love be confin'd, £1 
Or a mayd her promiſe keep, on 
But he her waſlte, | Tor 
Still holds as faſt, [ 
As ſhe was conſtant to her Tune , 
And ſtill ſhe ſpake, 
For Crpid lake 
Foregoe me now,come to me 601. ef 
4- He-demands what time or pleaſure, 
Can there be more ſoon, than now ? , 
She ſayes Night gives love that leaſure, 

« That the Day doth not allow. | 
The Suns kind light, [6 
' Forgives delight, 

uoth he, more. eaſily than the Moon. At 
nd Y<nusplayes: he rold, ſhe ſayes, | Ar 
Foreooe me now, come to me ſoon. 
x. Bat no promiſe nor proſelſion, 
From his hands could purchaſe ſcope; , 
ho would ſell che ſweet poſſeſſion | 
Of ſuch beauty for a hope ? ' M 


Dc for the ſight of lingring night , | 


The ſecond Part. 


Foregoe the preſent Joyes of Noon, 
Though ner'e ſo faire, her ſpeeches were, 
Foregoe me now, come to me foor. 


| 6. How at laſtagreed theſe lovers, 
| He was faire, and ſhe was young, 
| Tongue may tell what eye diſcovers, 
Joyes unſeen are never ſung. 
Did ſhe conſent , 
Orc herelent, 
Accepts he night, or grants ſhe noon, 
Left he her mayd,or not? ſhe ſaid 


Foregoe me now, come to me ſoon. 


a 


—_—_— 


—— = — — — 


The Saylers Song. 


1. He raging waves, and roaring wind 
E (My Matcs ) I liſt no longer hide, 
A gentler paſſage now Ihnd, 
And Saile upon a caliner tide 
Of Neptunes mun,his mate -Tprove, 
And ſerve with him the maſter love. 


2. My boſome now my Oceanis, 
| Wherein my Amorozs thou hts do ſteere, 
; My hopeful] heart in waves of bliſſe, 

| Whereto her yoice and ſmiling cleare. 
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My wind and weather be : Her eyes 
Are both my Loadſtar, and my Prize. 


3. Noſaile, nor wind, nor Sun I need , 
Her favours paſs the {ilken Salle, 


I 


'Her ſmiles the. Sunſhine day exceed, | 
And her ſweet voice the ſofteſt gale? & 
I take no height of ftarres aboye, 
Nor ſeek adventures, but her loye, 
4: And if her heart I compaſs can, 7 
VVherel my hopes have Anchor'd all, Da 
He that the fleece of Cholchos wan, oF 
 'Madevoyage poorer than ſhall, 
| By how much living Pearl's above "S 
Dead gold,and wealth is ſhort of love. | 
d 
Ge SC ——-.- 
Tos Live and dye. 
1 
E 8 A Creature ſo ſtrange, ſo wretched a one A 
| As I | vv] 
Can there be found, | F 
For now alasI live,and anon | 
I die » | 6. E 
Feeling no wound, 


” ;When but.a look of my loveI gaine, 
-- .O whatalife it doth infuſe! 


4 


The ſecond Part. 


But when I taft of her ſharpe difaine , 
O how I dye, how can Ichuſe ? 


. Like as the Sun gives life to the flowers, 
VVhen May 
Painteth the held, 
So when ſhe ſmiles, her eye like the powers, 
Of Joy 
Doth to me yeild, 
But as the Autumn's envious raine, 
Soon doth the ſummers pride confuſe 
Daſht with the ſtormes ofher Diſdaine, 
So do Idye, how can I chuſe. 


3. Then 'tis no wonder that here 1s a man, 
Can live 
Now, and now dye; 
vince there's a beauty that life and death can 
Both give 
Out of her Eye. 
Ler her the wonder of time remaine, 
And that I live let no man muſe, 
VVhile ſhe me loves; aud if ſhe diſdaine, 
| Muſtnor I dye, how can I chuſe? 


$ Has not her fayour force to reyive 


A heart 
Dying with paine? 
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And has her icorne nor power to deprive 


Thar part Sy 
Of life againe? | 
Is there not life and death in her frame | 
Both at her powerfull will co uſe, 
Thenat her powerfull will I am, | H 


Living or dead; how can I chuſe ? 


——— tc ——_ 
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The hunting of the Gods. 


1. Ongsof Chepheards,and Ruſticall Roundlayes, | Ar 
= Form'doffancyes, and whiſtled on reedes; {ligh 
Sans to Solace young Nimphs upon holy dayes, vi 
Are too unworthy for wonderfull deeds. 
e915 Ingenious 
(r winged Cylenius 
his lofty Geaius , | ] 
May ſeem to declare , 
In verſe better coyn'd, 
And voice more rehn'd 
How States devin'd, T 
Once hunted the Hare. 


L 
- 2. Sarrs Enamour'd with Paſtimes Oiympicall, B 
\ Aur and Planets that beautifull ſhone , {trot 


Y Vould 1M 


The ſecond Part. 


Would no longer that earthly men only ſhall 
Swim in pleaſure, and they Lur look on; 

Round about horned 
| Lucina they ſwarmed, 
| And her informed 
| How minded they were; 

Each God and Goddeſle, 

To take humane bodyes, 

As Lords and Ladies, 
To follow the Hare. 


3, Chaſt D5aza applauded'the Motion, 
And pale —_ ſer in her place, 
lights the Welkin, and governs the Ocean, 
While ſhe conducted her Nephewesia chace, 
And by her Example, hs 
Her Father to trample 
The old and ample 
Earth, leave the aire, 
Neptune the Water, 
The Wine Liber Pater, 
And Mars the ſlaughter, 
To follow the Hare. ju 


j 


4 Light god Cxpid was hors d upon Pegaſns , 
Borrow'd of Aſufes with kifſes and prayers, 
trong Alcides upon cloudy Caxcaſus, 
ull} Mounts a Centaure that proudly him beares. 
| F Poſtil 


4 
| 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 
Poſtillian of the skye, 
Light heel'd _— 
Makes his Courſer fly 
Fleet as the aire, | 
Yellow Apollo, | 
The Kennel doth follow, 


And whoop and hollow 
After the hare. 


Hymen uſhers the Ladies; Aſtrea R 
The Juſt, rook hands with Adinerva the bold; » 
Ceres the brown, with bright Cytherea; 


With Theris the wanton, Befona the old, T; 
Shamefac't Aurora , T, 
With ſubril Pandora; T 
And May with Flora, R 

Did company beare, 
7anowas ſtated, 
% Too high to be mated, 3 
But yet ſhe hated | 
Not hunting the hare. Foun, 


6. Brown'd Narciſſus, from his Metamorphoſis þ "7 
Rais'd by Eccho, new manhood did take; } 
Snoring Somnw upſtarted in Cineres, 
That this choufand year was not awake , 
To ſee club-footed 
Old Malciber booted ; 


The ſecona. Part. 


And Pan promoted 

On Chirons Mare ; 
| Proud Fans pouted, 
| And .Zolus ſhouted, 
| And Moms flouted, 
But follow'd the Hare. 


Deep Melompns,and cunning [chnobates, 
eand Tigre, and Harpye the skyes 
1d. Rent wit roaring , 
"5 | Whilſt huntſman-like Hercules 
5 the plentifull horne to their cryes, 
Till with varieries, 
To ſolace their Pietics , 
The wary Deities 
Repos'd them where _ 
We ſhepheards were ſeated, 
| Andthere we repeated, 
| What we conceited 
| Of their hunting the Hare. 
oung Amintas ſuppos'd the Gods came to breath 
afrer ſome battels) themſelyes on the ground, 
fs hf thought the ſtars came to dwell here beneat h,, 
nd that hereafter the earth would go round , 
Coridon aged , 
With Phillis ingage 1, 
Was much inraged 
With jealous deſpaire, 
F 2 But 
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But fury vaded , 

And hc was perſwaded, 

When I thus applauded | 
Their hunting the Hare. | 


p_—— 


0. Starr's but Shadows were,ſtate were but ſorto 
Had they no Motion, nor that no delight; 
Joyes are Jovial, delight'is the marrow | 
Of life , and Action the Axle of might. A 


Pleaſure depends ef 
Upon no other friends , ' Ar 
And yet freely lends oye 
To each vertue a ſhare, nd 
Only as meaſures, | 
The Jewell of pleaſures, þ, Fe 
Ofpleaſure the treaſures | Ca 
Ofhunting the Hare. Todi 
Th 


10. Three broadBowles to the Olympical RedrſWhy 
.. His, Troy borne Eagle he brings on his knee, [Why 
7ove t9 Phobis Carowles in Nettor, 
And he to Hermes,and Hermes to mie; 
' Wherewith infuſed, 
I pip'd and I muſed, 
In fongs unuſed 
This ſporr.to declare; 
' And that the Rouſe of Jove , 


be lecond Part.” 


Round as his Sphere may move, 
Health to all that love 
Hunting the Hare. 


| 


ſorro The Reading Beauty. 


V 4. A S to theſe lines ſhelent a lovely look, 
A Whereon not minding me ſhe muſed, 
erfaire Aſpet became my book, 

' AndI her eyes (asthey theſe lines )peruſed, 
ore ſongs ſhe read to learn what love ſhould be, 
jad faſter than ſhe read ſhe raughr it me. 


2, For asno ſtudyed rules like ſtarrs above 

Can reach the knowledg of the skyes, 
Todiveinto the depth of love, 

There 1s no rule, no learning like her Eyes: 
Redjwhy ſtoops ſhe then to things Li her reach? 
nee, Why reads the love, that ſhe her ſelf can teach? 


3. Alas thongh we no other learning need 
In love, that may behold her face; 
*e ſeeing not her ſelfe mult read, 
F To ſee what we ſo much delire to embrace. 
IÞ that her ſelſe ſhe ſaw : bur O why fo ? 
Pac otherwiſe her ſelf roo much doth know. 
F 3 4. Some 
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4. Some nicer lover would to ſee her muſe 
Bare envy to that happy book 
Whereon ſhe ſeems to doate , and uſe 
To grant her flander by but halfe her locke; | Tt 
Bot ſuch ro me let her aſpect be ſtill, 
If one eye wounds ſo ſore, two eyes will kill, 


—— 
—— — —— — —  — 


The more then Fave. 


1.JI E more kind than youare , 
Sweet love, or elſe leſle faire, 


$0 ſhall I feel lefſe care, + Nc 
And yoube no Jeſſe rare. onſu 
To wound the heart, ic kit 
Is beauties part; Thar] 
Burt to reſtore Oſſ 
The loye-lick ſore, But 

Is to be more than faire It 

T 


2. Ifpoſſible it were 

Not to be what you are, 
Be more kind, or leſſe faire. 
Ufe lips,and eyes forbeare; 
Your ſmiles are Lures, 


{| Myeyes adore, 


The ſecond Part. 


Bur lipps implore: 
The king are more than faire. 


\ The Beauteous are not faire, 


boſe coyneſs breeds deſpaire; 
thoſe that freindly are, 
ebeauteous, though not faire, 


4 Since to be kind, 


A beauteous mind, 
Doth beſt explore; 
| Be kind therefore, 
And be far more than faire. 


| No longer let my care 


| 


: 


onſume my love in aire, 


Ti kindneſſe to me bare, 


tInay ſay and ſwear 
Oſſuch as are 
But only faire, 
I knew before, 
The world had ſtore: 
But you are more than faire. 


rY 


Pl 


My 


$ Bright eyes and ſmiles to beare, | 


but a common weare: 
you without compare, 
ill be as kind as faire, 


F 4 
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And- make me then 
More bleſſed than men, 
As far as ore, 
Your ſexes ſtore, 
Your ſelfe are more than faire. 


Of Jormy and Jinny. 


1. He pretty ſweet wy" ſate on 4 Hill, 
Where Jonny the ſwain her fee; 
He tnn'd his quill,and ſung to her till, 
Wheop Jinny come down ro me. p. 


1 
2. Though oxny the valley, and 7inny the Hill, JIf 7 
Kept far above his degree; / 
He bore her good will, and ſung to her fill, 
Whoop Jinny come down to me. 


3. But high was ſhe ſeated, and ſo was ſhe minded, | T0! 
His heart was humble as he; F 

_ Herpride had her blinded,his love had him bended, 
Whoop Tinny ,c+c. pd. 
J 
4- The mountain is bare, and ſubje to aire,, Jet 
Here meddowes,here ſhaddowes be, " MW; 


There burneth the Sun, here Rivgtsdo run, 
Whoop Jinny cc. 


[ 


5, All lowers do grace the vallyes greenface , 
The mountain hath none but thee; 


Why wilt thou grow there, and all the reſt here ? 
Wheop Jinny &c, 


6. Narciſſus his roſe, Adonis here growes, 
That may thy examples be, 

fince they by came ſlaine for pride and diſdaine, 
Whoop Jinny cc. 


7. There 7inny keeps ſheep, here Jonny will keep 
Thy ſelfe and thy flock for how > 

If Jonny be worthy to keep thy flock for thee, 
Whoop Jinny &c. 


q Bur pretty ſweet 7inny was lov'd of ſa many, 


 Thatlictledelight had the | 
To think upon 7ony, that thought her ſo boany, 
Whoop Jinny cc. 


9. Though 7i2ny thought ill of onny's good will, 


Yet forny to finny was free; 


| Whoop Jinny come down to me. 


He followes quill, and he hollowes her Kill, 


A Song. 


I. Love whoſe force and might 
No power ere withſtood, 
Thou forceſt me to write, 

Come turne ahout Robbin hood . 


2. Her Creſles that were wrought 
Moſt like the goiden ſhare, 

My loving heart has caught;* . 
As Mor did catch the Mare. 


- 3. Grant puty,elſe I dye, 

\ . Loveſo my heart bewitches, 
With griefe I'le howle and cry, 

O how my elbow Itches. 


4. Teares overflow my ſight 
With Floods of daily weeping, 
That in the (tent night 
I cannot reſt for {keping. 


5. What is't I would not do 

To purchaſe one ſweet {mile ; 
Bid me to Chinago, 

\ Faith Ile (ir till rhe while, 


Weſtminfter Drottery, 


The ſecond Part. 


LY 


$6: But ſince that all reliefe 

And comfort doth forſake me, 
He kill my felt with grief, 
| Nay then he Devil take me. 


| 
I Mark well my dolefull hap, 44 
7ove, Rector of the Thunder, .* 
Send down a fiery clap,  _.- 

And tear her ſmock aſurfer, 


— — 


ens eo ee cr——_ 


Et eee ee ——_—— ——— 


The Rhodomontaat , And his Wife. 
(Grate 
] Le tell you of a Lent, Is Wife's name was | 
With a Noſe like a Spout, And had agcodFace * 


Which ſome call a ſrout, Tet had but little prece, 


And was ſo ſtout, Shee'd kiſs in any place, 

That he had often fought, *Nay,togather a brace , 

Full many about, Which ſome ſay is baſe, 

With many 4 ſcent , Ard ſome aid her chacs 

And at 'em wenld ſhow, Into apittifull caſe, 

Then put "um 19 th rout, She lovdCloves and Mace 
# Vay beat 'cm roaclont, Her father card the Mace 


J Though ina great dr ou; ht, Forthe Mayor in a place 

+4 4t-men he would flont, the ſtiil wears lace, : 
e bdnd at women would!pout, And will keep on her pace ' 
KG Hs food ſtill was grout, When ſhe vans race _ © 
-* Fx 
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Which bred him the gout 
He was atruc trout 

To good Ale when he mout 
And did allways allow't 
This you muſt not doubt 
Tre heard him to vow't 
As be went in and out . 


The Senne Jack, 


Their ſons name was Jack 
Who was very black, 

And got many a knack. 
And ſeldome did lack. 
Unlefſe Milk cal'd lac 
At Cardes be would pack, 


And was counted a quacs, The devills to quell 
Nay binbrouzht tothe rack. And th:re I de ſmell f 


For firing a ſiack. 

Of corn, in aback. 

Side, like a mad back 

Aade s bones to crack 

Nay ſometimes to cack, 

Till thy gav: himſow ſack 

Nay,they held bim tack 

And did him thwack. 

And never did ſlack 

Till he went to wrack. 

A (ſmack. 
Yet with's lips he would 


| 41d this is trus of Tack, 
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For a very great ſpace 
She fiſhes with a dace 
Whem ſhe takes any place 
When ſhe dances ſhe'ltrace 
Sne | not bate you an ace 


Of the truthof this ſhe ſays. 


The Daughter Nel. 


7 heir daurhters nams Nel 
Who poor thing did dwell 
Full long in a Cell 

And there twas fhe fell 
That one rang her kaell 
Being fallen #nto Hell 


That (hs then aid ſt [l 
Hey ware very well 
Shs maa: 'emto yell 
And likewiſe to ſwell 
So they writ on a Sh-ll 
A very great Spell 
As long as an ell 


— > —C 


T bat ſhe bore away the bell 
For abuſing in bl 

She had no paralell 

A-'l this ber ſelf did tell, 
And all dove by Nell. : 


bed rods Red 4 ed A ed 
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The ſecond Part. 


A. Song. 


' Come hang up your cate, and caſt away forrow; 

| Drink on,hee's a ſor,#Hat e're thinks of tomorrow: 
Good ſtore of Terſe-Claret ſupplyes every thing, 
For a man that is drunk is as great as a King; 

Let no one with Croſles,or Lofles repine, 

But take a full doſe of the juice of the Wine, 
Diſeaſes and troubles are nere to be found, 

But inthe damp place where the glaſs goes not round.; 


A SONG. 


The Tune, Tle £o no more to the New 
Exghange. 


Ever will I wed a Girle that's coy, 
Nor one that is roo free; 
But ſhe alone ſhall be my joy, 
That keeps a mean to me; 

| For ifro@ Coy, then F muſt court 
© Fora kifſeas well as any; 
Andiftoo free, I fear o'th' Sport 
I then may have too many, 
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2, Velly a Girle was prond and coy, 
But what good got ſhe by it ? 

VVhea they'd a mind to kifſe and toy, 
Then ſhee'd be till unquiet; 

For of the four or five ſhe had , 
They all have left her now; 

Her impertinent tricks did make 'em madd, 
And ſo twou'd me, or you. 


j. Nanny was a Laſle that was too free, 
And amorous withall; 
Shee'd ne're with any diſagree, 
But ready at their call , 
That ſome her freeneſs did impute 
Unto good nature in her, | 
ithers have ſaid, without diſpute 0 
Shee'd-prove a private ſinner. 


. Then for a Girle, that's not too free, 
Or Coy, but atmy call; 
et handſame I wou'd have her be, | 
And oblieging unto all, 
That I may never ſay I have wed 
A Girle that's ſtarcht with Pride, 
Or tool, or ugly, or ij! bred, 
I'de rather want a Bride. 


e ſecond Part. 


An Invitation to enjoyment. 


I, '0-- O come, I brook no ſtay, 
He doth not love that candelay, 
See how the ſtealing night , 
Hath blotted out the light, 
And Tapers do ſupply the day. 


3, Sce the firſt Tapers almoſt gone, 
Thy flame like that will ſtrait be none, 
And I as 1t expire, 
Not able to hold fire; 
She looſeth time that lyes alone 


4. O let us cheriſh then theſe powets, 
Whilft we may yer call them ours , 
+2 Then we beſt ſpend our time, 
When no dull zealous Chime, 
But ſprightful kiſfes ſtrike the houres, 
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The Rurall Dance about the May-pole. 


The Tune ,the fir ſ# Fi gare dances at Mr. Young's Ball | Vi 
| 


in May 1671. 


I, 0 lafles and ladds , 
Take leave of your Dadds, 


And away to the May-pole hey; 


For every he 
Has got hima ſhe 
With a Minftrill ſtanding by; 
For Willy has gotten his 7:ll, 
And 7orny has got his 7one, 
To jiggir, jiggit, jigg it, jigg ir, 
Jigg ut up and down. 


2. Strike up fayes Wat, 
Agreed fayes Kate, 
And I prethee Fidler play, 
Content ſayes Hope, 
And fo ſayes Madge, 
For this is a Hglliday. 
Then every man Wd put 
His Hat off to his Laſſe, 
And every Girle did curchy, 
Cnrchy, curchy on the Graſfle. 


Begio | 


't Ani 


The ſecond Part. 


| 3. Begin ſayes Hall, 
| II, ſays Mall, 
all | Wee'l lead up Packintons pound, 
No no,fays 1Voll, 
And ſo ſays Doll, 
Wee'l farit have Sellengers round, | 
hen every man began to foot it round about”; 
d every Girle did jer it, jet it}, jet it-in and 
| (out, 


* 4 
CR % 


. Yareout,ſays Dick,, 
Tis a lye, ſays Nick, 
| The Fidler playd it falſe, 
*Tis true, ſays Hugh, 
And ſo ſays Sue, 
And ſo fays nimble Alice, 
ſhe Fidler then began to play the Tune apen, 
and every Girle did trip it, trip ir, trip 4t-to-the 
, { men, 


Lets kifs,fays Zane, 
-Content,fays Nan, 
'| And fo ſays every ſhe; 


G 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 
How many ſays Batt, 
Why three ſays Mar , 
For that's a maidens fee-, 
Bu: they inſtead of three did give 'em halfe a ſcore, 
And they inkindneſle,gave 'cm,gave.'em, gave'em, 


(as many more 7 7 

6. Then after an hour 

They wem to a bower N 
- And play'd for Ale and Cakes, 6 

And kiſſes too _ 
Untill rhey were due, \ 

The Laſſes kept the ſtakes. | ” 

The Girles did then begin to quarrel with the mer, | 

And bid'cm take their __ back,and give 'em theit =, 

4 ( own agen, 

7, Yet there they ſate, Ln 
Until. it, -was late, '- | h 

And tyr'd the Fidler-quite, "id 

\ With ſinging and playing, of 

Without any paying [4s? 


From morning untill night. 
They told the fidler then they'd pay himfor his lay, 
And each a 2 pence , 2 pence, 2 pence/gaye bin {fl 
(and went awnify 


! Kage 
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The ſecond Part. 


ul 


The unconſtant Lover. 


core, 
"ay, Tune , the ſecond Figure dance at Mr, Young's 
' Ball May 1671. 


'\ ] Ow out upon this conſtant love, 
I Hever was unto't inclin'd, 

hate within that Sphear to move, 
Where I to one mult be confin'd. 
pore to range about, and gaze, 

And often haunt the parke and playes, 
[purpoſe for a Miſtreſs new , 
Then bid the old one quite adue, +4) 


, For he's for me, and only he 

That's conſtant to unconſtancie; 

Iday or two I can approve, 

Bur after that farewell rolove: _ ' 
every thing's to change inclin'd, 

As Women,and the Moon,and wind; 

den why not wee as well as they , 

Since they have ſhew'd us all the way. 


"1 For conſtancie in Love is choughc 
\}To bring poor Lovers to their end; 4 
"Penconſtancy in Loye is naught, 

{When change brings Ty day afriend, 
+8 2 


The 


F1 Weſtminſter Drollery, 
The conſtant fool is whining ſtill, 

But never can his fancy hill, | 
Whilſt we can ling, and ſport, and play (h 
And change our pleaſure every day. 


” 
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A mock to one that drank nothing But Water, © 
? The Tune, A lover 1'me Porn? and £ 
a Lover [le be. | r 


Or Bacchus I'me born, and for Bacckas1iebe \a) 
And wiſh from good wine I may n«ver befre 
Let drinking abound, 'tis wine makes the creature, 
It ſtrengthens the braine, and helps decay'd nat 
For he that by drinking canturne the world round 
By Ba cchius An 9 Ver. 71s deſerves ro be crown'd.” 14? 
(motio 1 
2. Witl health after heajch let th e glaſs keep th The 
Till t make our brains dance like a ſhip on theDceal L 
When our ſenſes are.-pal'd, and our reaſon doesfal (An 
A little ſound ſleep will fupp| ly a freſh gale. 
Then with-wioe chatis brisk, & a oicleghat i is wo0! 4 
Wee drink,& wee'l kiſs, & wee il never have done 


+ '{S 


'k 


; $5 "_ 


The ſecond Part. © G8” 
» 
ſh: Drinking Soag on two Miſtriſſes , the one 
furniſht the with wine and roth:r with money. 
The Tune, The Gang, | 


——1*Ome boyes, leave off your toyes, 
And trole about the ſack; S; 
e know 'tis good to chear. the blood, 4+ | 
And-fortifie the back. £ 
is that will make you far, | K 
| And cherriſh ſtill the braine; 19 
Vlebefflay ſtndd the face with ſuch a grace, 
be freeþ Like Rubies dy'd in graia. 


ater, 


arure, 


nat b Drink about, *cill all be out 


The drawer will fill t agen, 
1. JA-Pox o'th' Watch,ne're hur rhe batch, 
The clock has ſtruck but ten; \ 
Then a glaſle ro th* Jovial 1aſfe, 
4 That fil'd our pates with wine; 
-esfaiþA0d here's another to the rother, P Pre 
That furniſh't us with Coine. 1 11 4) 5. 


notio 
ee tl 


; woof 


- doneÞ: Come drink, we want no -chink; 35 3& 

4 Hark how my pockets ſound, 150 | 
= Away with't then, come too't agen, 7J2: 

2-4 Begin another round ; 


Ws 'Þ G41 | Fhen, 


=” 
#z® 


ij Weſtminſter ' Drollery, 
Then Zack, this Glaſs of Sack For at 
Unto thy pretty Nel}, Polo 
And here's to thine, this bowle of wine, 
Dear Tom, thou lov'ſt ſo well. + DE 


F Come ſays one, lets all be gone, 
= For our pates are throughly lin'd, 


ft mw EWA: dang'd, nay ſome ſay hang'd, l, F 
"I "bat | 


b- 


Dart his drink behind ; 

Then) \'F began to call, Ina ; 
-  Comedrawer whar's to pay? All : 
Each took the cup, and drank it up, She [1 
&. And ſo they went away. ® q 

of Wil 

x » ; Wi 
5 A Song Wit 
* 1 C Fortune and Ph;llis frown if they pleaſe, [Wit 
0 Ile no more on their Deities call, Shall 
Nor crouble the Fates , but give ws {elf caſe, tor : 

And be happy in ſpight of 'em all, 


I will have my Phill, it I once goabout her ; 3. A 
S=Dr ifI have nor, Te livs better without her. & 


If ſhe prove yertuous, oblieging and kind, My 
Perhaps T'le vonchſafe for to love her, 
But if Pride or Inconſtancy 1n her I find, 

I'de have her to know I'me aboye her; 


, 
, 


For at length I have learn't,now my fettersare gone, 
To love ifI pleaſe, or to let it alone, 


—— — mm. 


A SONG. | F 


1. A SIwalkt in the woods one evening of Jat&s+. | 
A Laſs was deploring her hapleſle eftate' , 

Ia lazguiſhing poſture poor maid ſhe appears, -- * - 

All fwell'd with her lighgafd blub'd with her tears; 

the ligh'd and ſhe ſob'd, and I foundit was all, 

= a little of that which Harry gave Doll. 


— }j2. At laſt ſhe broke out , wretched ſhe ſaid, 
Will no youth come ſuccour a languiſhing maid,) 


iſe, {Without which alaſs poor I cannot live. | 
Shall I never leave lighipg and crying and all, 
for a lutle of that which Harry gave Doll. 


Flicarce knew for what. but now find it was all, 
For alittle of that which Harry gave Doll: 


> G 4 ' A 


% 


cond Part. 87, 


«5 


'With what he with eaſe and with pleaſure may give, - 7 


3. Ar firſt whenIſaw a young man in theplace,' = * 
My colour wou'd fade and then fluſh in my Fagez '*'; 2 
My breath wou'd grow ſhort, and I ſhiver'd allt'ze; ** 
ply breſts never popt upand down fo before, F237" _* 
1 c 


* 


mY 


Weſt winſter Drollery; 
* 


A Song. 


The ſad Day 

When Friends ſhall ſhake their heads, and ſay 
Of miterable me : 

* Hark how he Groanes, 

” Look how he pants for breath, 

. See ſee how he ſtruggles with the pangs of Death, 

* When they ſhall ay of theſe dear Eyes, | 

. Howholilowand how dim they be, 

+ Marke how his breſt, doth ſwell and riſe 

Againlt his potent enemy : 

When ſonie old friend ſhall ſtep tro my beds (ide, 

And touch my chill face,& thence ſhall gemly llide; 

- Bnt when kis next companions ſay, 

- How does he do,what hopes? ſhall turne away, 

Anſwering only witha lift: up,hand, 

Z Who who can his fate withſtand? 

Then ſhali a Gaſpe or rwo do more 

Than e're my, Rhetorick could before, 

 Perſwade theWorld to trouble me nomore,no more, 

- Pexſwade the world to trouble me no more, 


'To 
{Wh 
| Net 


{ Net 


Net 


—W_— 


y 


de; 


The ſecond Part, 


A Song. 


| 'S Sorrow,Sorrow ſay where doſt thou dwell ? 


In the ioweſt room of Hell : 

( Arr thou born of Humane race ? 

No, no, I have a furial face : 

| Art thou of City, or Town, or Court? 
I to every place reſort. 

Why,O why, into the world was ſorrow ſent ? 
Men afflicted. beſt repent. 

What doſt rhou feed on ? Broken ſleep. 
What tak'{t thou pleaſure in? to weep, 

' To ſob, to pine, to groane, | 

' To wring my hands,to (it alone. 


| When, O when, ſhall ſorrow quiet have ? 
| Never, never, never, never, 


Never till ſhe findsa grave, 
Never 'till ſhe finds a grave. 


A Song. 


So up my Mate's,the wind does fairly blow, 
Clap on more ſile, and never ſpare; 

Farewell all Lands, for now we are 

In the wide Sea cf Drink, . 


And 


. 


A l £4 Pe 
{ 8 
3 
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Fe 90 | Weſtminſter Drollery, 
. And merrily, merrily, merrily we go. Sh 
* Blefle me 'tis hor, another bowle of Wine, | Ne 


And we [hall Cut the burning Line. 
Hey boyes ſhe ſends away, 


And by my head I know, L. 
We round the worldare ſailing now. | 
What duimen are thoſe to tarry at home, He 
When abroad they may wantonly roame, 
And gain ſuch experience, and ſpie to Bui 
-  Suchcountries and wonders as I do ? 01 
But prethee good Pilot take heed what you do, E+ 
And fail not to touch at Peru; By 


And never never be poor , "2 


With Gold there the veſſel wee'l tore, wW 
+ Nonever be poor any more. | 
' 


= —— 


The fooliſh proud Lover. A] 


I. Or Love, nor Fate, can I accuſe of hate, 
That my Clzrinda now is from me gone; {Þ 5 
Bur I confeſſe,'tis my unworthineſs 0 
That I inforrow thus am left alone : 
Tdoated on her, and thought to 'a won her, 
* But wo is me 14ill muſt think upon her, 
Which is the cauſe ofall my ſmart , | 


FA. 


*" 
" « 
a>lbag 


The ſecond Part. 


She lookt ſo pretty ,and talkt ſo witty, 
| None that ere 1 ſaw in Town or in City 
Ere like her could thus ſurprize my heart. 


2, HadI ſet my heart, to have lov'd her but in part, 
{ As only to enjoy her angels face, 
Her curious eye, or cheeks of rolie die, 
Or lip, or any one peculiar grace; 
Butmy fad refuling one, mult all be looſing,'+- 
O that I hadus'd diſcretion in my chuling, 
Then I might 'a liv'd ,and not a dy'd: «+ 
But like Frarus I by ſoaring up too high, 
With his waxen wings ſo nere the Sunto fly, 
Am juſtly puniſht for my fooliſh pride. 


{ O you Powers Divine, Ile offer at your ſhrine, 

— | If you will grant me this whenI am gone ; 

That no puniſhment on her her may e're be ſent, 
The fault was only mine, and mine alone : 

Alſo I do crave, this benefit to have, 

That this Metro may be fixt upon my grave ; 
Here's lyes one by fooliſh pride was flaine, + 

) 'f That whoere comesnear may gently ſhed atear--, 

On my Hearſe, and ſay, O 'twas ſevere, | 
So ſmall offence ſhould breed ſuch mic kle paine, 


On 


; 
K. 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 


On his Miſtreſſ®s Garden of Herbs. 


Ht my Loves garden plot to flouriſh green, 

Is dead and wither'd with a wind of woe, 

And bitter Rue in place thereof dorh grow : 

The cauſe I fnd ro be, becauſe I did 

Negle& che Herb call'd Time, which now doth bid 
_ Menever hope, nor look onge more againe 

To gaine Hearts-caſe, to eaſe my heart of paine; 

One hope 1s this, in this my - wotul cafe, 

My Rc, though bitter, may prove Herbe of grace. 


The Ita'um Pedlir. 


I. Aids ſee what you lack 
M Ere I open ck 
For here is that will pleaſe' you; 
* Do you dreame in your beds, 
 Orwith your Maiden-heads 
' Beyoutroubled,l will caſe you. 


AMV: 


2. Is there any one among. 
* iTheſe marry'd men ſtrong, 
Has a head of his Wives making ? 


Earts-eaſe,an he. b that ſometimes bath bin ſeen | 


ND E— 


T1 


US 
- 


The ſecond Part, 


| Thave capps to be worne,that ſhall cover his horne, 
And keep his brow frokiog. 


een | 4, Does any man miſtruſt , that his wife is unjuſt, 
Or that the loves to be ranging ? 
' Thave that in my box, which excee's /ralzan locks, 
{ *Tyvill keep her Chat: that's a ſtrange thing. 


bid { 4. Is there any woman here,has bin married a year, 
| And notbin made a Mother ? 
' Thave that at my back, ſhall ſupply her of chatlack, 
| AndTle uſe her for'r, like a Brother. 
ce. | 
| 5. I have fine Gloves for you and your Love 
|. Bands;Handkerchers, and Laces; 
| And I've Knots and Roſes, and many pretty Teng 
And mask; for your bad faces. 


6. I have fine bodkins to, that I can furniſh:you, 
To keep your Cotes from tear ing; 

And I have precious {tones, ordained for the nonce-, 

: l Will delight 7 in the wearing. 


.7.Thave that wherewith if you well rub yc our Teeth, | | 
l [They will look like Alabaſter; 'q 
* And powder for your hair,thar will make you look þ 
+ Iwender you come no faſter, (fax: 


. Thes 


% 


& 


ob 1 Weſtminſter Drollery , 
. Then cqme away, and do not ſtay, 


For hence I muſt I tg you; 4. 

or whenthat Iam gone, you will hardly find one | 
That ſuch precious Ware can ſell you. 'T 

| Ti 

SO LTEES | 5. 

| In prasſe of the Black; }ack. | Tt 
At 

1 Bt your liquor ſmall,or as thick as mudd , | Tt 


The cheating bottle cryes, good,g00d,good, | 4 


Whereat the maſter begins to ſtorme, 
"Cauſe ſaid more than he could performe , ' 6, 
dI wiſh that his heires may never want Sack; | Bu 
Thar firſt devis'd the bonny black Jack. Ar 
: | In 
2, No Tankerd, Flaggon, Bottle nor Jugg : 
Are halfe ſo good, or ſo well can hold Tugg, Th 


For when they are broke or full of cracks, 
Then they mult fly ro the brave black Jacks, 
' And I wiſh that his, &c, 


; ' a. 
3. When the Bottle and Jack ſtands together , *F 
[3250's | CO fie on't; | Bu 
- The Bottle looks juſt like a dwarfe to a Gyantz Þ 1 
Then had we not reaſon Jacks to chuſe, TMa 
For this '| makeBoots, when the Bottle mends ſhooes, } 
* And Iwiſh &c. YN 


4. And | 


The ſecond Part. 


9% 


4. And as for the bottle younever can fill ic 
Without a Tunnell, buc you muſt ſpill it, 

| Tis as hard to get, in as *ris to-get out : 

Tis not ſo with a Jack, for it runs like a ſpout, 


ne 


| 5. And when we have drank out all our ſtore, 

| The Jack goes for Barme ro brew us ſome more; - /; 
| And when our Stomacks with hunger hayebled, 

| Then ir marches for more to make us ſome bread  ' 
d, | And I wiſh &c. 


| 6. I now will ceaſe to ſpeak of the Jack, 
But hope his aſſiſtance 1 never ſhall lack , 
AndI hope that now every honeſt man, 

| Inſtead of Jack will y*clip him oh», 

| And I wiſh that his heirs may never want SaCk, ;'\ i") 
That fir ſt devis'd the bouny black. Zack, 6 


A SONG. 
$1.25 Alia T loy'd thee 


# Though in vain you boaſt, 
't; | But ſince I have prov'd thee, 

+ Ihnd my labour loſt, 

FT Many may to love pretend, 


es, | Bur you will never find, 
Seek country _y any freind, 
One half ſo true, ſo kind ; 2. bates 4 


96 


2, Farewell unkind one , 
Since you ſo deligne, 

And ſee if you can find one, 
Whoſe love can equal mine ; 

If by chance you meer a man, 
That may your fancy take, 


Be wiſe, be kind, do what you can, 


Andilove him for my ſake; 
Yet in your chiefeſt pleaſure think 
How my poor heart doth ake. 


3. Each hour ſporting, 
Nothing can be more, 
Each minute courting , 
Like one net e lov'd before. 
But ſhould he forſake his neſt, 
And being wellfeather d fly 
From you,to be anothers gueſt, 
You'd (igh,and withmnee cry, 
Tlov'd,and was not lov'd again, 
And ſo for love mult die. 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 


The ſecond Part: 


The Jealous , but miſtakenGirle. 
To the Scotch rxne alſa. 


| 1. DRethee tell me Phils, 
Why ſo penlive now, 4 [2 
I ſee that ſadneſs {till is | . 
Fixt upon thy brow , LP 
And thoſe charming eyes | L 
| That wereof late fo bright, | ; 
| In ſighs and tears , 
And other fears, 
Have almoſt loſt their ſight; 
Let this ſuffice, 
I ſympathize 
With thee both day and night. 


2. Damondoſt thou aske it, 
F Thou frt the cauſe of all, 
TTherefore do not mask it, thn i960 
+ For thou haſt wrought my fall, | 
" - For I gavetheeaRing 
' | Which thou haſt Celia gave, 
The Our true-loves band, 
1 Twas on her hand, +; 
Which Ring thy life did ſave, 


H 


| 98 Weſtminſter Drollery 
| But wo 1s me, 
Thy fallitie ©} I 


Has brought me to my grave. 


3. Damon then began 
On Phillis for to ſmile, 
She call'd bim perjur'd man, 
And ſhould no more beguile, 
No my deareſt Phill , | 
I blame thy Jealouſie; 
Our true-loves band 
Is on my hand 


Which thou didft-pive to me-, 


And Coridon 
Made Celia one, 
By that which came from thee. 


4. Long ſhe ſate aſhamed, 
And hid her baſhfull head: 
Her jealoulic ſhe blamed, 
And ſaid ſhe was bur dead; 
Unleſſe that gentle Damor 
Pardon this offence, 
And let me ret 
Upon his breſ+, 
And there my ſuite commence; 
I ſhall nor doubt 
To ſue it out 
Before 1 came from therce. 


LE La> 


: 
| 
| 


The ſecona-Part. 


, Then hedid embrace her , - 
And gave her kiſles ſtore, 
And vow'd that he would place her 
Where none was cre before, 
hac is, within his heart, 
Which none ſhoud e're remoye, 

In ſpite of fate 

Would be her mate, 

And conſtant be in love; 
AndI ſay ſhe 
| As true to thee, 
Asis the Turtle-Dove. 


= 0 - — 
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The Faire but Crnel Girle. 


__—  — 


1." He' Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
| "No lefſe than a wonder by nature deſign'd; 
PUe's the griet ofmy heart,bur joy of my eye, 
Þhe cauſe of my flame, that never can dye. 


.Þ. Her Lips,from whence wit obligingly owes , 
Has the colour of Cherryes, and ſmell of the Roſe; 

{Love and Deſtiny both attends on her will, 

"Sheſaves with a ſmile,with a frown ſhe can kill. +- 

vy | | ” 

x; { H 2 
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"100 Weſtminſter Drollery, 


3  Thedeſperate Lover can hope no redueſſe } © 
Where beauty and rigour, are both in exceſſe: he 
In Celia they meet, ſo unhappy am I, | 

Who ſees her muſt love, who Ava her muſt die. .|., 


he 
F. 
————————_— 
The Bathing Girles: | 
To the common '3alliard T une. | . 


"I was in Zxne,and 'twas on Barnaby Bright too,! F 

A tice when the daysare long, and nights are An nd 

(ibon,| T 

A crew of merry Girles,andthat in the night too, 

Refolvd to waſh ina river, and there to ſportz | 

And there (poore things) they then reſoly d tot 

(merry rod of pr 

And wth them. did bring good ſtore of jut 

(kerring ttufte| 

As Bisker,, and Cakes, and Suger, and Syder, aWF A 
(Perry rok 

, Of each ſuch a-quantity , that was morett q. a 

(cnoughtÞ0 | 

8 | My | 


2. Bne'mark what chanct unto this innocent ere 


( then, t 


| The ſecond Part. LoT 
|. Who thought themſelves ſecure from any eare; 
7 [ſhey knew 'twas dark, that none cou d takea view 
| (then, 
And all did ſeem to be voyd ofany feare; 
[Then every oneuncas'd themſelves, both ſmock & all 
And each expected firſt who ſhould begin, 
—— {And that they might tay but an houre, they told the 
| (Clock and all: 
Then all in a Te-he-ing vaine did enter in. 


. But now comes out the Tale I meant totell ye , 
ttoo,{.. For a Crew of Jovial Lads were there before, . 
ts are And fanding there ſome yiands for their belly, 
hort. |- They eas'd em then poor hearts of all their ſtore, 
Then every Lad fate down upon the Graſle there, 


0 , , 
rt; | And whiſper'd thanks to th' Girls for their goo 
to be (Cheare, 


4 


rg which they, drank a healch to every Laſs there, 
jus hat then were waſhing & rinſing without any fear. 
Fe; | 
aol And when they had pleas'd ( and fill'd)) .cheir 
rod (bellies and pallats too, 
rhag&They back did come unto the foreſaid place, : .. , 
eb$89 took away their Smocks , and both their Wal- 
J.. (Jets9Q, 
ppach brought their good Bubb, and left chem in 
then, | _(pirrifycl eaſe, 
Who þ-. Ns 


H 3 -7-2.- For 


102 Weſtminſter Drollery, [7 
For preſently they all came out toth' larder there, | 
That it put '*em unto their ſhifts cheir Smocks to find: ;} Al 
Tekink,fays one, my ſhift is a little farder there, | 

I, I,fayes another, for yours did lye by mine. | 


5. Atlaſt, ſays one, the Divel a {mock is hereatall 

The Devil.a bit of bread.or drop of drink, Tl 

They ve took every morſe] of our good cheareand! T! 

(ll A 

And nothing but Gowns and Petticoats left, as I} T! 

(think, Te 

At laſt, ſays one, if they'd give us our Smocks agen,” N: 
And likewiſe part of what we hither brought, | 
Weſhall be much oblieg d,and think'emGentlemen, T 

And by this fooliſh example be better taught. | 


8 
6, Although in the River they were as many 8 
crickets here 
'Twixt laughing and fretting their ſtate rhey di 
how by 
And then came one of the Lads from our of the thick 
( ets oy 4 jrh 
And told 'em hee'd bring 'em their ſmocks;and) 
| (was ho ole! 3 
They only with Petticoats on, fike ſpies wa weld 
clad the 
He brought ' em their Smocks, and what he drew | ” | 
(mis'd 


They 


he ſecond Part... 193 * 
[They fell to eat, and drink as if they'd been mad 
h 


ere, | | | (there, 
 find;} And glad they were all, they'd got ſo much of their 
= (ſtore. 


7. And when they all had made a good repaſlt 
|  _- (there, 
! They put on their cloths,and all reſolv'd to be ones 
reand! Then out comes all the ladds in very great baſt there, 
(alt And every one tothe other then was known, 
, a5 I} Thegirles did then conjure the ladds that were there, 
think} To what had paſt their lipps ſhow d fill be ſeal d, 
agen,” Nay more than that they made 'em all to ſwear 
| (there, 
emen,, To which they did, that nothing ſhould be reveal d. 


at all 


' 8, Then each at other did make a paſs at kiſſing 
ny (rhen, 
there} And round-it went to every one levelcoile, 

y diff But chinking that at home chey might be- auſling 
dole , (then, 
thiky And fear'd that they hadſtay'd too great a while, - 
thert$ Then hand in hand they alltogether mareht away, 
wal” Andevery lad convey'd his Miſtris home, 

Noleg'a gen they kiſt, chen evegy. Laſs her. man'did pray, - 
That what had pait, nomore of that but Mam: = 


'I 

8.2. TIF 

H 4 bevrigg | F jth 
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The unparalel'd Lady : 


The Tune, 'Twixt Greece and Troy. 


I. VV Hen hr{t I ſaw my Cel; as face, 
O how my heart was Inflam'd with love, ! 4, 
Ideem'd her ofno humane race, | 


But Angell-like drop't from above; ' | Bu 
Her Star-like eyes with their Glim'ring glances 
Then ſhin'd fo bright, | Bu 


Like the greateſt Comet , when we lcok upon i: 
"Till it fakes away the light. 


2. Her Noſe is like a Promontory, 
Which over-looks ſome pleaſant place, 


Her Cheeks like Roſes in their glory, f 
And Teeth of Oriental race; Ef 
Her Corall lipps, like the Cherryes when Th 
| They're growing on the Tree; EA 
-But the greateſt Bliſs 1s, 


Thence to gather kiſſes, 
Wou'd the cropp belong'd to me. 


3. And underneath her ſnow-white neck, : 

There you may find an Ivory Plaine, 
On which two Chriſtal mounts are ſer Fi 
Tipt with a Raby-fount in graine, 


The ſecond Part. 


This is the place, which formerly was 
Call'd the milky-way. 
O that I might tipple {till 
Atſuch a Nipple, 
And forever there might ſtay. 


/ 
| 
| 


ve; | 4, Herhands are of fo purea white, 
'- That withthe Swan they dare to vie, 
' | But when upon a Lure they light, 
Then you will hear ſuch Harmony: 
But when her voice and that together 

Then play their parts , 

You'd think the Spheres united, 

And thither had invited 
All, to Captwate their hearts, 


5. Her feet were fo Epitomiz'd, 
| Like peeping-mice did {tll appear, 
| That all the crew were then ſurpriz'd 
| Toſee herdance a meaſure there: 
She mov'd ſo well, you'd think ſhe a4 nor 
Danc'r then, but flown: 
I would ſpend a Talent, 
For to be her Gallant, 
And call her {til] mine own. 


- Weſtminſter Droilery, 


The Politick Girle. B, 
The Tune The Dake of Monmouths Jigge- | : 


T. M: deareſt Katy,prethee be but conſtant now, ! 
And whatſoe're is pa{t,I ſhail forget I vow, | ( 
No thou be kind, and give me but thy hand upon't, |, 5 
And for my faith thou need't not doubt or ſtand | 4 
upon'ts | 
T'le furniſh thee with all the Cakes in ſeaſon (till, 
And wharſoe're thou ſhalt delire in reaſon ſtill; 
Nay more than*that, thy Annal due Ile pay to thee, 
Andin all moderate things will {till give way to thee. || 


c 

4 

2.1 muſt confeſs thy Penſion came bur (low of late, 

Which is the cauſe I think that thou didit change thy ' | 

(mare; 

For when the Sinewy-part of love is took away, 

We know the ſtrength thereof will leffen every day: 

- But now thou know'ſt the Tide is turn'd my ow 

| Kate,* 

My fathers dead, and we ſhall want no mony Kate, © 
For he by Will has made me heire of all my dear, 
That we no more in debt I hope ſhall fail my dear. 


3. Thou” 
I 


x8” 


The ſecond Part. 


| 3. Thou ſeeſt how plainly now I've told my mind 
(to thee, 

And alſo find'f that I will ſtill be kind to rhee; 
| What Remora then can ſtop the courſe of joining 


W, OPT na. 
»; | Our hearts and hands,come Katy no repining now; 
t, | Sherold him then,do you forgive bur my patt faults, 


nd * And I will likewiſe pardon all your by paſt faults, 
n't;s Hecall'd her then his Miſtriſs and his goddeſs to, 
And thenthey join'd their hands & lip's & body to. 


(ages, 

ee. | 4.Thus have you ſeen this jarring couple now * / | * 
' Andall miſtakes are now knit up in Amitie,, |". _ 

., She flighted all addrefſes he did make” rg her, 

hy + Becauſe ſhe found his purſe could never ſpeak to herg 
| But when ſhe ſaw the Giriny-birds ro fly agen,” © 

| Shethen reſoly'd the knot of love to tye agen, . _ 

y: | And fo "twill laſt 'cill all the birds are fledand gone, 


* & 


ny .| - Then march her ſelf, and giveit our ſhe's dead ant 
te, == "IG, 


A 1 \ _ 


, 

: 
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Weſtminſter Drollery, 


The Amorous Girle. 
To the Tune of The crab of the woed. 


—_ none ſo pretty, 
As my ſweet Betty , 
She bears away the Bell , 
For {ſweetneſs and neatneſle, 
And all compleatnefs , 


All other Girles doth excell. 


A. evils we meet, 

ee] lovingly greet 

Me illwith a how dee” doe; 
Well Lthank you, quoth I, 
Then ſhe will reply, 

* Soam T1Sir the # Bl for you 


3, I askt her how, 
She told me, not now, 
. For walls had cares and eyes; 
Nay ſhe bid me take heed, ; 
'What ever I did, 
For 'ris good to be merry and wiſe, 


4 ThenT took her by th' hand, 
Which ſhe did not withſtand, 


And 


a 


The. ſecond Part. 


AndI gave her a ſmirking kiſs, 
She gave me another 
Juſt like the tother ; 

Quoth 1, what a comfort is this? 


5. This put me inheart 
To play o're my part 
That I hqd intended before; 
But ſhe bid me to hold, 
And not be too bold , 
Untill ſhe had faſtned the doore. 


6. Then ſhe went to the Hatch, 
To ſee that the Latch 
And cranies were all cockſure, 
And when ſhe had done, 
She bid me come on, 5 
For now we were both ſecure. 


7. And what we did there, 
I dare not declare, 
But think that filence is beſt; 
And if you will know, 
Why I kiſt her, or ſo, 
But I'le leave you to guels at the reſt; 


_.. 


car » ” 


. 
Þy 
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The ſecond Part. 


The two vertuoks Stſters : 
The Fune The Gun- fleet. 


I. Y Cozen Moll's an arrant whore, 
| And fo is her ſiſter Kare, 
They kickt their mother out © dere, 
And broke their Fathers pate; 
And all becauſe rhey crav'd a bit, 
I mean a bit alone Fir, 


'For they with a bit would grve'em a knock, 


Thar'sa bit and a knock, or none Sir. 


2. They'r cleanly too,I needs mult fay, 
| Asany Girles i'th' towne. 
They ſweep the houſe a new found way , 
 _ Fbat'sonce aquarter round, 
So fine 'tis kept, that when 'tis ſwept; 
- I ſpeak intheir defence Sir, 
*Twill-yeild at a ſpurt, in duſt 2nd dirr, 
Come fourteen or fifteen, pence Sir. 


3. So fintand neate they drefſe thei: meat , 


I thougy it alwayes beſt 


*.To let it alone, 'till all was gone, 
And then tocat the reſt; 


For {' 


o [x11 Weſtminſter Drollery, 


! For he that puts bit in his guts, 
And did but ſee thedreſting , 


No Phylick could e're give a vomit ſo cleare, 


Whuch I think is a notable bleſliog. 


} 4: Some Whores are counted ſhifters to, 


But they did hate'em all, 
They ſhift their Smocks with much adoe 
But every Spring and Fall, 
They ſay 'tis good to cleanſe the blood, 
' And think'em worththe turning, 
And when they're black upontheir back, 
They call itinlide mourning, 


5. They will be drunk a little to, 
I mean but twice aday, 


1H >. 


They | ſwear and roare,and drink and oF bi: A 


And then they down will hy; 
And fo they'l ſleep, till day 'gin peep, 
Then call for more by dozens, 
And to my freind there s/nowanend 
Of both my dirty Cozens. 


£1 325.6 


'M 4 
FED 


OU23JH4 


Yr 3 
% YOr1 


—_— ——_— 
? 


cir I} 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 


The beneficial wedding. 


The Tune , Phil: Porters dreame. 


Nd TI have a mind to be marry'd, 
And ſo has you know who, 
Wee both roo long haverarry'd, 
And therefore I mean to woe : 
Then I did give hera Buſs , 
And ſhe gave me a ring , 
And ſo we buſt, and kiſt and buſt, 


And kiſt like any thing, By _ 


2. Her Grandlire gave hera Cow, 

' And her Grannain'a Ewe and Lambe, 

She ſay'd ſheed ſuckle if roo, 
Uarill ic had left-the dam, 

Her Uncle gave her a hogge, 
Her Aunt a Teeming Sow, | 

For Baconand ſowſe,, to:keepthe houſe; e, 
And make 'em puddings enow, 


3. Her father gave her a Gowne, 
; - Her Mother a Petticote , 
+. -Which was of a mingl d brown, 
The be that cou'd be bought , 


. the Jecong Part, 
| Her brother gaye her a Cock, 
And her liſter.a breeding Hen, Fo 
To tread and breed, and breed; and. tread,., ; ., - 

And tread,and breed agen, 


TEW 


3. Her Cozentook a Care, _ 
} To give ber a Rugwas new, 
His wife did giye her a paire 
Of Sheets and Blankets too ; 
But ſhe had a ſpeciall friend 
ar was a young Upholſter , 
mult not know the reaſon now, 
Did give her a Bed,and a Bolſter. , ;,'\ 


4. A frienddid give her a Waſtcoat, 
And Hoſe,and Shooes, and Hart, 
Another did give her a lac't Coat, 
But 'tis no matter for that 
So long as 'tis our own , 
No matter how it come, 
They keep her fine, and give her V Vine. 
Burt no more of that but Mum. 


{ 5. Another did rake her a houſe, 

| and pay da Twelvemonths Rent, 

| Andfurniſ}/d me and my ſpouſe 

With what at the Wedding was ſpent; 
I 


— a - 


77 Weftttinſter Drollery, 
' Then wedeſir'd to know, 
What trade we both ſhould drive; 
They fay'd good Ale wou'd nevye: fail 
If ever we meant to thriye. 


6. We both are fitted now I think, 
With ſtore of honſhold ſtuff, 

And likewiſecloths and meat and drink 
As much as isenough ; 

But if we chance to want, 

My Wife has ſtore of freinds, 


Which Iconnive at, becauſe they'r private , 


And ſo ouryvedding ends. 


| —_—_ OS 


A SONG. 


1. Et you gone, you will undo me, 
Gu you love me con't pnriue me, 
Lec that inclination perith, 
Which I dare no longere' erriſh, 
Be content y*ave won the fied, 
*Twere baſe to hurt me, now I yield. 


2. With harmlefs choughts I did begin, 
But in the crow'd love entcrr'd 1n 
I knew him noc, he was fo gay, 


So inngcenr, 410 tuil oi play. 


4 The ſecond Part. 


! Is ported thus with young deſire, 
| Chear'd'with his light, freed from his fire. 


3. But 'now his teeth and clawes are grown, 
Ler me this fatal Lyon ſhun, . 
'N You found me harmleſs,leave me fo, 
For were I not,you'd leave me roo, 
But when you ne remember {till, 
'Twas my misfortune not my will. 


A —— 


ASONG. 


Being an Anſwer to give 0're fookſh heart, or 
were the Gods ſo ſevere, arid torhat Tune. 


I. H E's fool in his heart, that takes any care 
Of Womens vain words be they never fo fair, 
Though ſhe ſighs and pretends unto Love ner ſo 


Shee's double -in heart, and betrays with her 
| | . | (T Ongue: 
$ They ſtill are as falſe as they were heretofore , 

P Their nature is ſuch, they can ne'r giver o're. 


[ 


2. They would by their craft's of which they have 
(ſtore, 

-+-Inyeigle mens hearts their looks to adare, 5 
1 I 2 An 


FFD Weſtminſter Drollery, 


And if they once kind ghey cannot preyail, 


Overcharg/d;wigh,deſpight their faces grow pale;” \ \ &he 
There's nothing that can their fancy pleaſe more , Wil 


Than to ſee; foolilk men their feature adore. . - Shai 
Ant 
;\ They would by, their frowns to obſervance -pey-.;Sha 
(ſwade Can 

The men they do-fancy: their ſlaves they have made, 
And to be ſureckey will Tyranize more, i. 
If a man do bur once their pitty implore. *' My 
Why then ſhould we men frail Women adore, My 


Since their pride is fo great,and their pitty no more, 1 t| 
4. But ſure all that Sex can ne'r prove ſo vain, For 

To {goxrordelight in'g truc-lovers pain, l fi 

When adanguilhipgeye in a Lover they view For 

To their cruelty ſure, they muſt needs bid adieu; J fi 

Where good humour] find, I there will adore, 

54A NEWge w what; it will, I will nevergiveo're. +3. 

oi 2 971. $70.! [113 | *To 
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e 


2 ripock to by Sopg of Harry Fave Doll, 4 


I walk tin the woods one Evening of late, A; 
” Lot was deploring her hapleſs citate; 


. 5108 : She" 
bak . 


The ſecond Part, m1 


;\ She ligh'd and ſhe ſob'd ; Ah! wretched ſhe ſaid , 
©, Will no youth comeſucker la anguiſhing Maid ? 
Shall 1 figh and cry,and look pale and wan, _ | 
And langmiſh for ever for wait of a'man?  » =q 
er-..;Shatl I ſigh and ery and look. pale” and wan, 
de VAnd languiſh &c. « Oe Ne” + 
de, ; 419) wm” 
2. Alas when Iſawa young matt inthe place,” *. 
My colour didfade and then flufhr inmy face, ** 
My breath woud grow ſhort, and I ſhiver'd all ore, 
re, 1 thought 'twas an Agne, but alas it was more; 
For ere ſince I have ſigh'd, and to what Tcan, 
I find I muſt Languiſh for wanr of '# man, 
For ere fince I have ftrb'd; 'and dawhat 1 can, .,* 
IJ find 1 muſt,&C. © | ; i 
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'3. In bed all the night, I weep on my pillow, -.- . 
«To ſee ſome Maids happy, whit I heir thelnAliou * 
I revenge my ſelf on the innocent ſheer,” 
Wherein I have ofe made my teeth'for to moet, mes 
gs I fear Ls in vain,let ne do whit I tan CY 


1 muſt lang ſh for ever for wait of @ mans... | NY 
BB ut in my diſpair, I'lt dye if Tean 1.4 Hom 
And langniſh no longer for want of a man. 


24 


Weſtminſter Drollery, 


A Late Song. 


HM: charming are thoſe pleaſant pains, 
- & Which the ſucceſsful lover gains. 
O! how the Longing ſpirir flyes, * 
On ſcorching lighsfrom dying eyes, 
Whoſe iatermixing rayes impart, 
Loves welcome meſſage from che heart ? 


2. Then how the Active pulſe growes warm 

T6 every {-nſe gives the allarm 

But oh rhe raſhnefs, and the qualmes 

When Love unites the melting Palmes ! 
What extalics, what hopes and feaxes, 
What pretty talk, and Amorous tears ? 


3. Totheſea thouſand vows ſucceed , 
And rhen,O me, ſtill we proceed, 
*Till ſenſe and ſouls are bath'd in bliſs , | 
Think dear Aminds think on this, 
And curſe thoſe hours we did not proyg Fl 
The raviſhing delights of Love. 3 
| | | 


ad Þ> - 


The ſecond Part. 


A Theatre Song. 


Muſt confeſs not many years ago, . 

'Twas death when e're my Mittreſs anſwear d no, 
Thenl1 was fubje& ro her Female yoak, 
And ſtood or fell by every word the ſpoke; 


-But now I find the Intregues of love to be, 


Nought but the Follies ct our infancy. 


2. Ican a Richor handſome Lady Court, 
Either for my convenience, qr tor ſport; 
But if the one be proud ox.the other Coy, 
I cannot break my ſleep forſuch a Toy , 
My heart is now for all aſſaults prepar d, 
And will not be commanded or inſnar'd. 


—_— 


Gr F — — 


The new Song in Charles the eighth ſer by \_ © 
Mr Pelham Humphrey's. | 


H love ifere thou wilteaſe a heart 
That ownes thy power Divine, 
And bleeds with thy roo cruel dart, 
Take pitty now on mine; 
Under thy Shades Ifainting lye, 


- A thouſand times Iwith'd to die; 
" But when I fixd cold death too nigh, 


T grieve to loſe my plealing pain 
And call my wiſhes back again. 


And thus as I ſat all alone 
In the ſhady mirtle Grove , 
And to each gentle ſigh and moan 


Came by the man I love; 

O how I ſtrove my greif to hide , 

I panted, bluſlit and almoſt dyed, 

And dideach ratling Ecchoe chide, 
For fear ſome breath of moving air 
Should to bis ears myſarrow bear. 


And Oh you powers, Idye to gain 
Bur one poor panting kiſs, 

Glad yer 1'de be on racks of paine, 
Ere I'de one thought or wiſh retain 
That honour rhinks amis : 

Thas are poor maids unkindly us'd, 

By love and nature both abus'd, 

Our tender hearts all eaſe reftiſe, 

And when we burn with ſecret flame, 


T24 I eftminſter Drollery, 


Some neighbouring Eccho gave a groan, 


Maſt bear our greifs,or dye-with ſhame. 


MN wo! US 
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The jetons Part, 


On nu Miſtris that lou'd Hunting. 


gf Celia, leave the woods to chaſe; 
"Tis not a ſport, nor yeta place 
Ag one thar has ſo ſweet a face. 

2, Nets inthy hand, Nets in thy brow, 

In every limb a ſnare, and thou 

Dolt laviſh. them thou car'ſt not how. 


3. Fond Girle theſe wild haunts are not bett 
To hunt : nor is a Savage beaſt 
A fir prey for ſo ſweet a breaſt. 


4. O dobutcaſt thine eyes behind, 
I'le carry thee'where theu ſhalt find 
A tame heart of a better kind. 


5. Onethat hath ſet ſoft ſnares for thee, | 
Snares where if once thou fettered be, 
4 Thou t never coyet to be free. 


6. The Dews of April,the V Vinds of Aſay p 
That flowr's the Meads, and £lads the Day, 
| Are not more ſoft, more ſweer than they, 


) | 7. Agd 
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Weſtminſter 'Drollery, 


7. And when thou chanceſt for to kill, 
Thou need not fear no other ill 
Than Turtles ſuffer when chey Bill. 


A ——— — — 
I — - —— — 
———— — 


On a Scriv acer. 


Ere to a period 1s a Scriv ner come; 
This 1s his laſt {heer, full poing and rotal ſum 
Ofall aſperſtons,1 excuſe him not, 
'Tis plain, he liv'd nor withour many a blot; 
Yet he noill example thew'd toany, 
But rather gave good coppies unto many. 
Hein good Letters allwayes had been bred , 
” And hath writ more, then/many men have read. 
He Rulers had at his command by law, 


Hedid more,Bondmen makethen any, 
A daſh of's pen alone did ruine many, 

- Thatnotwithout all reaſon we may call 
His letters great or little, Capitall ; 
Yet tis the Scrivner s fate as {ure as Juſt, 


When he hath all done,then he falls to duſt, 


A%q Gy) dA% rH rod of od wad 


Although he could not hang, yet he could draw. 


R 


The ſecond Part. 


\. On a Sexton. 


] any graves have made,yet injoy d none, 
This which I ma 'e nor, I poſleſs'd alone; 

Each corps without imbalming it did ferve 

My life like precions balſome ro preſerve; 

But death then kind was, now cruel found I have; 

Robbing me of life, wirhour my living grave z 

And yer *twas kind ſtill to, for is the grave 

Where once I labour had, now peace I have; 

I made good ufe of time,and night and day 

Took care and heed, how th'hours go away, 

I ſtill was ready for a graye, nor ſhall 

I grieve at what I moſt joy'd,a Funeral , 

As I was wont, no not ſo prone as then, 

; Out of the grave] ſhall ariſe agen, 


Ona F AKT. 


I Sing the praiſes of a Farr, 
That I may doo't by terms of Arr, 
I will invoke no deirie, 
| Bur butter'd Peafe and Furmetie;, 
{ And think their help ſufficient 
To hr and furniſh my intent; 
| When Yirgils gnat,and Ovidstica, 
<> And Homers frog {trove for the day; 


Therz 


12 Ver minjrer Drouery 
There is no reaſon in my mind, 


Why a Fart ſhould come behind, Wo 
Since that we may it paralel, A 
With any thing that doth excell, B 
Malick is but a Fart that s ſent, C 
From the guts of an Inſtrument; F 
The Scholler Farts, when he gains « A 
Learning with cracking of his Brains,  _ It 
And when he hath ſpec niuch pain and oyl, . ;.. T 
Thomas and others to reconcile, LY B 
For to learn thediſtracting art, F, 
What doth he get by it? nor a Fart; | Fi 
The thunder : 4 does roar {0 loud G13 
Is but the Farting of a Cloud; | W 
And if withall the wind do ftirr up by A 
Rain, then: tis a Fartung Sirrup ; | ; Tn 
The Soldier makes his foes to run, 0 ach 


With bur che farting ofa Gun, 


That's if he make -the Bullets whiltle, ' - 
Elfe 'tis no better then a fizle; If 


Fine boats that by the times about, 
Are but Farts ſeveral Docks let out; "Et 
They are bur Farts, the words we lay, Wo 
Words are but words,and fo are they; - ._ .. 

Farts are as good as Land, for both 

We hold in Tail, and let 'em both, v.45 
As ſoon as born they by and by 
Fart-like but only ling and dye; 


The ſecond P art. 


Y Applauſe is but a Fart, the rude MG 
i Blaſt of the whole multirude ; : 
And what is working Ale I pray; | 
But Farting Barme,which makes a way 
Out at the bunghole,by farting noiſe, 
When we do hear it's ſputtring voice ; W 
And when new drank,and without hopps, 
It makes usfart,and ſeldom ſtops. 
I more of Farts would write I'vow- 
But for my gutts I cannot now, 
. For now they wonderfully rumble, 
; And my ſtomack begins to grumble, 
Which makes me think that Farts e'relong 
Will atmy nock there find a Tongue, 
, And there ſing out their own praiſes, 
' In thundring and in choaking Phraſes, 
' WhereT leave them, and them to you, 
And ſoI bid you all adieu. 
What I have ſaid take in good part, 
If not,I do not care a Fart. 


— 


| Mi ; Silence the beſt Wooer. 


1 7 {s of my h 
\ |7. Rong notdear Empreſs of my heart, 
VV The merits of true paſſion, I 
| With thinking that he feels no ſmart, 
- wi ſues for no compaſſion. 
K 


ny 2. Since 


| 


= Weſtminſter Drollery, 
2. Since that my thoughts ſerve not to prove 
The conqueſt of your Beauty, 
It comes not from defect of Love, 
But from excels of duty. 


3. For think you thatiI ſue to ſerve 
A Saint of fuch perfection 

As all delire, but noge deſerve 
A place in her affeCtion. 


4. Irather chuſe to want relief, 
Than venture the relieving, 
VVhen glory recommends the grief, 
Deſpairdittruſt's th'atchieving. 


-. $. Thus the deſires thataim too high 
For any mortal lover, 
VVhen reaſon cannot mike 'em dye, 
Diſcretion doth-them cover. 


6. Yet when diſcretion doth believe, 
The Plains that they ſhall utter, 
Then thy diſcretjon may perceive, 
That Silence is a Sutor. 
* 7. Silence in Love bewrayes morewoe, 
Than words though nere ſo witty; 


Nm The ſecond 7art. 
* the begger thar is damb you know 
| ” Deſerveth doublepitty, 


$. Then mifE.conceive not, deareſt heart, 
My true though ſecret paſſion; 

He ſmarterh moſt that hides his ſmart, 
And ſues for no compaſſion, 
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Beanty is not the guide ro Aﬀettion, 


; F Beauty there's no rule, neither can be, 
| Since that I like,pleaſes not him, nor thee. 


One likes a dimpled Cheek, a double chin, 


One likes a ſparkling Eye, and fo agen, 
One likes a Juſty laſs, ro quench his Fe. 

Another, might he have bur his delire, 

{ Would reject all we bave nam'd before, 

And nor double Chin,nor dimpled cheek adore, 
Neither would care for Sparkling Eye a bit, 
And reje& Luſtineſs, but adore V Vit, 

&. One likes a Lady that is ſhort, and ſmall, 
Another one perhaps that's big and tall; 
Youlike a Lady cauſe ſhee's very free, 

T don't, for fear I ſhould cornuted be; 
.One likes a V Voman, for ſuch, and ſuch a grace, 
One cares for nothing but a handſome face; *© 
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* One loves to ſee flaxen locks hang down, 

- Another man delights in lovely brown: 

.Thus all men vary you do ſee, and now 

Where's the good man I pray that kiſs'dthe Cow? 
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